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**Do you consider my manner to ba 
unfriendly?” be asked with some degree of 
hesitafeioiio 

On the contrary,” exclaimed Venetia: 
** I was rejoiced to find that almost from 
the first moment you entered the room, we 
began conversiDg in the most friendly 
manner together ; so that I was actually 
induced to enter upon an account of all my 
acomplishmants. But I hope you will be- 
lieve me. Sir Valentine, when I assure you 
on my honour as a lady,” added Venetia 
seriously, “that it was in the same 
unaffected artless manner as of a sister 
talking to a brother.” 

“Ahl” ejaculated Sir Valentine 
Malvern, and again did so singular an ex- 
pression of mingled embarrassment and 
yet kind interest pass over his countenance 
that Venetia saw there was something 
more in his mind than she could compre- 
hend. 

I see,” she said, “that you. wish to 
speak to me upon some subject that you 
nevertheless hesitate to approach then 
In a still lower tone she added, “ Perhaps 
it is relative to the first time wa ever met? 
You. seek an explanation 

‘‘ Do not for a moment fancy that I 
came hither swayed by any impertinent 
curiosity.” interrupted Valentine. 

“You have never mentioned—.” 
began Venetia. 

‘Never!” rejoined Malvern, instantane- 
ously comprehending wliat she meant. “ I 
was in St. George’s Ghuroh when you 
were married to Lord SaokviIle--.then Mr 
Sackville — 

" Whafi I you were there ?" exclaimed 
Venetia, in astonishment. 

“Yes: it wag however with no speci- 
fio intention— It was purely accidental, 
cut when I saw you I was struck with 
amazement._ ^ For some weeks or months 

previously I had heard of Mias Trelawney 
—every one had heard of Mias Trelawney 
-and I was astonished on being told in 
that o^rch md on that occasion that yow 
were Miss Trelawney 1 Then said I to 
myself, I am mistaken and yat I could 
not altogether convince myself that I wls 

fr^m you-vary far 

from that ; but I was at a loss to believe at 

^ could be another 

^ung lady in the world resembling the 
Miss Venetia Trelawney whom I saw^walk 
up the aisle of St. George’s OhurchTnd 
on that occasion." 

VYell;—and you were never lad fA 

make inquiries ?” asked Lady Saokvme. ^ 


“No, never,” responded Malve 
havo already feold you that I have 
perfcincnfc ouriosifey ; aod besides, 
temporarily interested in you, i 
apparent mystery attending you, 
time, I was too much engrossed 
poor father s disappearance to g 
circumstance a proroivjoiifc place 
memory. But the other night--^.w 
interrupted my interviow with tlu 
—from the very signs you mado n 
peroeivQ that the suspicion whio] 
entertained at St. George's Churc 
after all the correct one, and tl: 
young lady pasaing by tho name of 
Trelawney was really tho same ^ 
had once before met under sue 
difforont circiimatancQS.” 

And now you soek explanations 
Venetia quickly. 

“No— vary far fromit,” ros 
Malvern. “ I have already assun 
that I have no impertinont curiosit; 
sides wjiich, uedor ordinary circorns 
your affairs would not regard me ; 
trust that I know thc3 position ai 
duties of a gaiiticman too well to p! 
tho secrets of any lady.” 

“^Under ordinary circumstance 
say ?” ejaculated Venetia. “ Are 
then some exlnwrdifmty circumsti) 
she inquired, “ ralativo to you a?nl 
Do you not think,” asked Mn 
that I am talking to you in a aom 
familiar strain, d6S|)ite a certain emba 
mant and awkwardness which I jua 
felt, but which is rapidly wearing < 
nearer I approach the’ final roved 
But, I ask, do you not think that I an 
versing in a sort of familiar, free, an 
hand manner ? ^ as if there had sub 
between us the intimacy of sovoral yc 
or as if we were oousina, or anythin 
of the kind you like. And yet this i 
the third time I have over spoken tc 
in my life ; once in Hanover Square^ 
know when ?— tlia other night in the 
BBnm of the Prince— and now.” 

‘ But lam not at all offended at 
mamier” , said Venetia. “ Perhai 
rather encouraged it by my own whei 
first entered the room.” 

You .know that I am engaged 
married to Horence Eaton?” ' 
Malvern. 

" I havo hoard so," repliod Lady E 
villo. Bufc why do you thus start 
one fcopio fco another?” 

Listen 1” continued Malvern : " 
what I have to say. You have b^rd: 

marry Florence i have 
unwise been told that Hove her i 
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The Court of Loudon 


VOLUME IX. 


CHAPTBE CLXVni. 

l-HE PltlVA'JCE APARTMENTS. 

llNOB a vory early hour in tho morning 
iho Puhlitj Executioner boon hold a 
biv0 thoro : at.d it is probiiblo that bo 
ilcl bavo alrofuly sunk into tbo stupor 
xliaustion, through iiungor and tliirst 
fiho fearful but unavailitig struggios he 
inado to oxtiioato liimsolf, wore it not 
i torriblo ('xcitouiont kept all his vital 
•ffina in tho fullest play. Jt is however 
QSsiblo to coticaivo anything in tho 
)o of a human oountonanuo more 
ous than his foaturos now appoarod to 
They soorn nl as if sonio goading 
aieh had fastonod upon Ids vary hoart's 
: a fieroo and unnatural light, vil)rat- 
and roptilo-liko, shona in his eyes, 
oating the fovorish rago of wild and 
olio passions: his cheoka, sallow in 
wero sxtnkon and hollow — and all tho 
nr part of his oountonanoo, tlsough 
g unshaven, had that dark appoaranoo 
ih added to tho savage ferocity of Ids 
1. His hat lay upon the carpet : his 
was matted togotliur with the psrspi- 
rx that had oozed forth in the do- 
ifee but vain efforts he had made to 
bimsalf and altogether be pre- 
90 to the view os hideous and revolting 
sotaola as ever wore tho human shape. 
0 at onoe rooogaiKod tho Marquis of 
and Lady Ssofcville. The latter 
ad frequently max riding in her oarri- 
for bo it remorabored that although 
H— 1 ,■ 


ho had oven been in her company once 
before in this vory same suite of rooms. — 
on the occasion when Sir Douglas Hunting- 
don had procured his attendance there, ~ 
yet Venetia had then her vail thickly fold- 
ed over her face, so that the Hangman had 
recognised her not. But now — on this 
present occasion— she had no veil to con- 
ceal her features ; her bonnet and shawl 
had bean loft in the Crimson Drawing 
Boom :— and the Hangman at once per- 
ceived that it was none other than the 
brilliant Lady Sackville wlio was accom- 
panying the Marquis of Levason to that 
suite of rooms to which ha would have 
dared conduct no lady save for the purpose 
of gallantry and intrigue. 

As for Vonotia liorsolf, she was at once 
so araaisod— so confoutKled — on bahoiding 
this dreadful man sc.iL{3d captive in one of 
the chairs, that she liad no presence of 
mind to avert her liead, much less to 
retreat and thus avoid recognition. A 
similar suspension of all the powers of 
volition nailed the Marquis to the spot, 
rendering him unmindful of the fact that 
the honour of Venetia was suddenly com- 
promised to a fearful extent^ — and indeed 
depriving him for the moment of all power 
to think or act. 

But suddenly starting as it were into 
the keenest consciousness of her position, 
Venalk gave vent to a cry, tnd hastily re- 
treating, threw herself upon a sofa in the 
first room of the suite, and out of sight of 
the tetidble Hangman. At the same mo- 
ment the Marguia pi hmmon recoverii^g 
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Well, my dear, I eerfeainly wont’s stay 
to vox you : foe you have behaved wall at 
last — and with these words Mrs. Gale 
took her departure. 

And now, when alone, Venetia flung ofl 
her bonnet and shawl, and wringing her 
hands with ineffable anguish she gave way 
to the wildest ebullition of grief. No 
wonder was it that she bad retained her 
veil over her features while the old pro- 
curess was still present : for she must 
have felt that they wore an expression of 
withering agony — an agony powerful 
enough, one would almost think, to blight 
and sear every lineament of that proud 
and brilliant beauty which had been alike 
her glory and her shame 1 

Yes — it was indeed to prevent Mrs. 
Gale from observing her altered looks that 
Venetia had continued folosaly veiled until 
the woman took her departure : but now 
giving vent to the full tide of her anguish, 
she wrung her hands — sobbed bitterly — 
poured, forth floods of tvoars — and then 
burying her face in the cushions of the 
sofa, endeavoured to stifle the sobs and 
subdue the convulsive gaspings the sounds 
of whiob were too distressing even for her 
own ears. 


OHAPTEK OLXXIX. 

THE SUPPBR-DEVOUBEB. 

But Venetia was not the only lady of 
rank and beauty who on this msmorablo 
night experienced the lancinating influence 
of ineffable woe. At the very time that 
she was compelled to surrender herself to 
the Marquis of Leveson, this nobleman’s 
niece Lady Brnestina Dysart, was passing 
through another phase in her own strange 
and chequered career. 

The reader is already aware that Brnes- 
tina had been up the whole of the preced- 
ing night, and that during all the earlier 
portion of the day she was engaged at the 
villa at Blaokheath. It was not till the 
afternoon that she got back to Leveson 
House ; and then, wearied and worn out 
in body and feeling as if all mental energy 
had abandoned her for ever, she at once 
sought her bed-chamber and retired to 
rest. A profound slumber soon entranced 
her ; and she slept on tranquilly until a 
late hour in the evening. When she 
awoke she found a maid-servant seated by 
the bed-side, and lights burning in the 
room. 


“What o’clock is it?” asked Brnestic 

“.Half- past 010 9, my lady,” was t! 
response. “His lordship, on hearing th 
your ladyship Irid rotiiirnod and iiad <;or: 
up to your room, felt uiieasy that you d 
not descend again : and bo accordingly go; 
me up to attend upon yoor ladysliip.” 

“Go and procure nr') some refroshmanfe 
said Brnestina : then sudde dy recoliecjfcir 
something, she added, “ ( *i\a3 ray kir 
regards to my unede— 3.iy that I' hjo! iinli 
posed— but (diat if ho will stijp ui) and s. 
me I should take it as a kiiidness.” 

The servant quitted the room; at 
when Brnestina W'lS ag:i!t) aione she heg?; 
to dcliborat(3 wifdi hergv5lf vvhethui* s| 
should r(3veal to h(3!' luudo’s oars t] 
trmmjndous ouh-ige sho frul experiorua: 
from Daniel Collin, ncul explain the f-airfi 
nature of (dm fiuiiislntumt which rIk) w; 
infliidiing on Idrot man. .She felt tl 
nooGSsity of oittaieing lira* umtlfj's concii 
renee in this respi-i, so !*s ;:.rj '■.piarfi !ig:un, 
the possihility of any o.ee .attering fd 
Socu-’ot aparttnents and eifoid.ing fdej hhnr 
tion of the intonded victim. I-Jut won 
her uncle Itecoi no apirty to (me inllieldi; 
of that frightful vcng^rac-;? would I 
make himsolf an M/Mo.raplicc i i thti treraran 
ous procaiss of tlius kiihug !. Iiu-nan Ikaii 
by indies withitt (dv,} wills of fdi'it lioiisn 
That was the quostio:}. hut sldil win 
Brnestina passtid in review al! fdiu a.rgi 
meuts for or ag'iinafj tdio probable i\md 
she came to the co:Hdu,.hon fdiat her unc 
xminld assist her in avenging so t- 3 rrii 
an outrajiii and i-. iving fdu5 Ifratgiiun I 
hia fate. Indeed, it would be impjrub 
to permit sotbvniuMte a mint.) forf 
into the worltl ag;-un as h.n* iraphcaljle ai; 
unrelenting em^riy. 

Such were Brivnldnids rdhjctious durir 
the maid-s.n‘vant's temporary ah.sencn fro 
the room; and the result wrs a deterinin: 
tion to toll her unele aviirytliinip Ih 
when the clomostks rmppeiired, hearitig 
tray containing refrcHhinents, BrneHtir: 
was infarmod that fdm Marquis of lm\mc 
had gone out siphUmly a!id iinexpuc.tatl 
at about sovea ohdock mid hul uot yi 
ret u mod’ 

The nnl truth was tdnt tlie faithft 
valet Brockman, knowing his lordship I 
be engaged in thoGrirason Drawhtg liooq 
or elsewhere, with a iady, IumI purpMC 
iaCormed the maidservaiit tdmt lie hau goi 
out ; and Iranco the raessjg » now delivery 
by^thia female dependant to iiracifeina. 

^ ' In that cased’ said her ladyship, “ 
will defer seeing my uncle till the mor nini 
You may now retire: and I shall aot nm 
fm any more this night.** 
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When again alona, Brnesfjina bagan fco 
raflaoti that aftar all ih was parliaps much 
betijar her uncle was nofi at home. If he 
were, he might have objected to become au 
aoeomplica in the infliction of a slow, 
lingering, and tarribia death upon Ohffin ; 
—he might hava insistad on libarating the 
wretch at all hazards and at any risks* 

“But since ha has gone out,” thought 
Bmestina, continuing bar musings as she 
sat up in bad to partake of the refresh- 
maats which had baan brought. “ it is 
most likely he will spend the entire even- 
ing away from home, and not return till 
a lata hour. That ha will visit his private 
suite of apartments to-night is tharafora 
by no means probable; and when to- 
morrow comes it is to ba hopad that the 
agonies of thirst, the pangs of hunger, and 
the exhausting efforts of maddened at- 
tempts to escape, will hava consummated 
the work of death. But when once the 
dead is done and the wretch shall be no 
more, my uncle must adopt soma means to 
dispose of the corpse. It will be too lata 
then for him to refuse to assent to the act 
or become an accessory to its perpetration ; 
and the only thing for him to consider 
will ba the best means of making away 
with all evidences of the occurrence.’* 

In this strain did Ernastina continue to 
weigh the results of her vengeance in 
respect to the Hangman ; and gradually 
the desire began to arise in her mind to 
satisfy herself that this vengeance was 
proceeding according to her hopes and ex- 
pectations. Perhaps the object of her in- 
veterate hatred was already dead? Who 
could tell how long or how short a period 
it might take to send a man out of exist- 
ence by such a process as that ? It was 
not so much the hunger and thirst : those 
she knew full well, might ba endured for 
days and days : but it was the terrible 
nature of the captivity — the strange and 
horrible restriction of the person — the 
fearful orantpingsof all the limbs —and the 
wearing, tearing, heart-breaking efforts 
which a strong man was sure to make in 
his utter desperation to release himself, — 
these constituted the exhausting powers 
that should lead to speedy dissolution 1 
Likely enough then, did she deem it, that 
he had already ceased to exist ; and the 
frightful outrage she had experienced made 
her feel a ferocious desire to gratify her 
vindictive rage with a view of the cold 
inanimate corpse of him who had so terribly 
abused her. Yes — and for the same 
reason too, if he ware not yet dead, did her 
revengaf ul bate prompt her to go and 


her eyes upon the exccuoiations, the 
agonies, and the tortures which the wretch 
mu3{j ba suffering I 

Thus, in eifcher case-— whethar ha ware 
dead or alive — did tha implaoabilifey and 
dark ferocity ot her ravenga urge bar to 
pay a visit to tha room whora sha had'laft 
bar victim. Yielding to tha influanca of 
this morbid fealing, Lidy Brnasjiina Dysart 
rose from tha couch, and began to put on 
soma of her clothing. Sha fait rafrashad 
by tha hours of tranquil slumbar which 
she had enjoyed, and invigoratad by tha 
food and wine of which she had just par- 
taken. Wail fitted, then, was sha for the 
procaadings which sha proposed to under- 
take: but the state of bar mind was vary far 
removed from aught at edl bordering upon 
happiness. True, sha was ralaasad from 
the one tramandoiis source of alarm that 
for a year past had ever baan menacingly 
imminent : namely, the tragedy of tha bath- 
room at the Blackheath villa. But though 
thus relieved from a sense of danger on 
that head, was she not now crushed aS it 
wara by the consciousness of so awful a 
degradation that, dapravad and unprincipl- 
ed though sha were, it was impossible for 
her to remain callous to that ? No — she 
indeed felt that sha was polluted bayond 
ail purification — that she was as loathsome 
an objaot in her own estaam as if she had 
bean dragged througli the ordeal of all tha 
lowest staws and filthiest brothels with 
which tha metropolis abounds : and if tha 
thought of her baaufey now arosa in her 
mind, it Wis only to m^ka bar shudder at 
tha revolting recollection that every charm 
had bean in tha possesssion of tha common 
hangman. Awful and hideous raoollac- 
feion I— astounding idaa 1 crucifying 
thought 1— enough to stun her senses with 
dismay* or elsa goad them to a rabid 
frenzy ! 

Sha was in tha midst of resuming bar 
apparel, whan her ear suddenly caught the 
sound of some one turning the handle of 
the door ; and she fancied that the 
maid was coming back, probably to say that 
the Marquis of Leveson had returned. But 
quickly did the door open— a form passed 
as rapidly in— and as the door closed again 
and the key turned in the look, a horribia 
groan came from Ernestina’s tongue, and 
she sank down upon her kneas in the pre- 
sence of the Hangman ! 

“ Ah I the tables are turned now,” he 
said, in a tone of diabolic ferocity, while 
his hideous countenance glared upon the 
umhappy woman as if every lineament 
ware meuaoing of murderj 
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" 0 God I” sha said, clasping her hands 
in utter despair, and feeling as if the cold 
hands of death were already upon her. 

“Ahl food— wine 1” ejaculated the 
Hangman, suddenly catching sight of the 
tray upon a table close by the bod. Just 
what I want!’’ — and he was bounding 
with the rabid eagerness of famine towards 
the refreshments, when, swift as the 
startled deer. Brnestina sprang from her 
knees ; swept towards the mantel, and 
seized the bell-rope. 

But at that vary instant ^ the Hangman 
turned and grasped her wrist with such 
fearful violence that she shrieked out witli 
the pain. Another second, and he would 
have been too late to prevent her from 
making the bell ring. 

“ Silence, and sit down I” be said, with 
tone and looks of an infernal ferocity ; 
then having flung her as it were into a 
chair, he took the towels from the wasli- 
hand stand and bound her in such a way 
that she could not raise from the seat- 

Brnestina struggled not, and spoke not 
a word. A fearful terror was upon her. 
She saw that the man was half maddened 
and capable of any dead of violence.— even 
murder itself ; and polluted, degraded, lost 
even in her own estimation as she was, yet 
when thus at any moment her death-blow 
might be dealt, the instinctive clingings to 
life asserted their power. 

Now you will stay there as long as I 
like,” said the Hangman, speaking with a 
hyena-like ferocity. “ But if you make any 
noise, this will soon silence you T — and as 
he spoke he drew forth his sharp clasp 
knife, the blade of which had a horrible 
ghastly appearance that caused the blood 
to stagnate throughout the unhappy 
woman’s entire being. 

Daniel Oof&n now sat down at the table, 
and began to eat and drink with the 
avidity of a wild beast. The maid-servant 
had placed several dishes upon the tray in 
order to tempt Lady Ernestina’s appetite 
— cold chicken, tongue, pigeon-pie, and 
jellies, together with sherry and Port- wine. 
As a supper there would have bean sufii- 
cient for six or eight persons ; but almost 
incredible was the inroad which Daniel 
Coffin made upon the viands. Dish after 
dish did be attack with the ravenous 
appetite of one who had bean starving for 
whole days. The cold fowl was picked to 
the very bones : and even some of these 
did he crunch and swallow during the 
devouring process. Of the tongue which 
was nearly entire when he thrust his fork 
jnto it, did he leave but a few pieces cf the 
fat and tough portions of the root; ilBd 


as for the pigeon-pie, it disappearc 
proportionate rapidity. This tra 
supper he washed down with t 
which lie drank out of a tuml)lor, j 
it wore mere water or in ilt iiciuor 
thus poured down his <v:,?nciou3 t! 
and tho repast w:u wound up ’ 
jollies, all of whi(di tlisposcd 
dozen twinklings of tho eve. 

While tho Hangnian was ongagoi 
monster rfU)ast, Iv i-h'iuHtina Dy; 
daavoiirod to (*,olhet 'her ui ns and I 
alt 0 rt: 3 d position in thii faro* I’lit 
could not do stn-ifiiiy cnl clolil'U3i'a: 
was impossil'de. for to reauoi 
calmtKiSB in tho priiseiUHi of this 
calamity wlricVi laid ovartuJum hor. 
indeed wort? the t^iht s !!OW 1 Tin 

tlio FT inUrnan dier rn‘;;''.f,or' --hfvviii 

power of life an<i tl.'ith over lior, ai: 
was slu) hound eiipf.ire Mod holploi 
ch.air. What <‘Oiud ho do witli ! 
wliat course di--! ho in-.o.n f ) adopt ? 
horrore would tho iiapliio'ihility of hi 
geanco suggoBt ? hi a won 1 what ' 
bo her fate *? Hlui knew not .-and I 
tho midst of those icii'-Iike id»uddo''dn| 
froozing tremors wliitdi p-iH.sed ovtu 
could she possihly t.\ddde her fdiouf! 
as to frame a conjoc’iiue upoii the 
sulijrct ? 

“ Tlioro I tliut will do for oru’u/ 
tho Hangman, pushing away his | 
thou as ho poured the remainn of the 
into tho tuinhler and HUiVuyiri w 
grim complaeonry iho various diHlai 
had omi’itiud, ho olmonmd, **T!ds m, 
is certainly a trifle of (‘omiienri:if,ln3 
upwards of twirntY hour’s capfivifi 
that cursed chair : ami (’onsiderini- 
I hadn't eaton anything siimu nine o’l 
last evening, mv fast ir.ay Im reckoimn 
at least twenty- flvo hours,” 

Ho then poured the roiimindor of 
wino down Ins tliroat : atnl after smaf 
his^lips, fixed las eyes upon Ernestimu 
Well, and what do vou think of vi 
self now,” ho conidnmah ** aftiir pin; 
me such a pretty iricfk*/ By doref 
enough to make one elfifk^ataring mini 
think of it. But how do you iuppoae I 
loose?” ho demanded with an ironical g 
Tho vkoa of you fodsfocr-iig am olUm it 
for mo to crack somehow or uthjI *‘er ; 
tell the truth, T had pretty well given 
all hope, when, lo am! hehold ! fcim tl 
opens- ft light ahincs im>-arid who 1 
deuce should make their uppcfiranoc I 
your precious uncle and Lady Sack villa 

“Ah I” ojaculatcd Irnostina, amaaomu 
for the moment riatngl above her Icru 
** My uuele aud* Teuetik 
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Aye, fihafj it; was,’* exclaimed tha Hang- 
man, with a grim smile. “ What scandal- 
ous reprobates you women ol quality are 
to be sure I However, a capital thing it 
was for me that this should have happened 
to-night : for I do believe I should have 
been dead before moroing. Noxv, so far 
from dying or any chance of it, I am in 
the bast possible foathor — ^two hundred 
pounds in my pocket—a good supper and 
a couple of bottles of wine under my 
waistcoat— and one of tho handsomest 
woman of the Arirtocraoy for my 
mistress.®’ 

“Eroostina gave a sudden start and a 
faint cry as these last words, so full of 
terrible menace, smote her ears : but feel- 
ing tho next instant how utterly power- 
less she was, she sank back in the chair 
with a low deep moan, and her head fell 
forward upon the luxuriant volume of her 
naked bosom. 

It*s above an hour and a half ago that 
I was let loose from that cursed chair,” 
resumed the Hangman ; **and I meant to 
come straight up to this room at once, but 
I hoard some one about on the stairs — so I 
just slipped into another chamber — the 
first that wes handy — and looking myself 
in, laid down on the bed a bit, for I was 
regularly tired out. However, when I had 
done my nap, I found my way to your 
pom, and here I am safe and sound. But 
I suppose,” he added, with another grin 
and ironical leer, ** you can’t guess why I 
am sitting here chattering to you in this 
familiar style ? In the first place it’s be- 
cause this wine has put me into a little 
batter humour than I was just now ; and 
in the second place because you are my 
mistress, and so I want to put ourselves 
on an intimate and comfortable footing 
together.” 

Ernestiua’s countenance grew haggard 
and ghastly to a degree as the Public 
Executioner thus spoke; and as she raised 
her eyes in mingled entreaty, horror, and 
uncertainty towards him, all the intensity 
of^ her varied feelings was depicted with a 
frightful eloquence in her looks. 

" Well, and what are you thinking of, 
then I” he demanded with brutal abrupt- 
ness. " You must not give way to regret 
and so on* or else it will spoil your 
beauty. And mind, yours is a beauty of 
which I shall be vary proud whan I intro- 
duce you to all my particular friends.” 

" Eternal God shrieked Lady Ernes- 
tina, suddenly shaking herself in a 
paroxysm of hysterical freaay: “ig.-il 
possible that all this can be true— that I 
hear aright?*' , „ 


" True ? of course it is 1 Why tha devil 
ahuuldn’t it be ? But come— I will give 
you a proof of my love and affection.” 

Thus speaking, and with a horrible 
chuckling laugh, tha Hangman, who was 
somewhat under tha infiuenca of the two 
bottles of wine which he had drunk, rose 
from his chair— accosted Ernestina— and 
stooping down, began covering her face 
with kisses. She struggled— 0 heavens! 
she struggled as if it were a huge boa- 
constrictor that was thus slobbering her 
with its forked tongue previous to tha 
process of deglutition : but she was so 
bound in the chair and her arms were 
secured in such a manner that she could 
afford no effectual resistance ; and as to 
screaming out, her powers of utterance 
were either absorbed in the horror of her 
feelings, or else tha few stifled cries which 
might perhaps have found vent were kept 
down by the brutal kisses of tho monster. 

“Now, don’t you think I am an affec- 
tionate kind of fallow ?” he asked. “ But 
come — it’s time we should be off:” — ^and 
with these words he loosened tho towels 
which held her ladyship in the chair. 

Panting and gasping from the half 
smothering effects of the caresses ha had 
bestowed upon her, and with a deep inward 
sense of self-loathing — wretched too, O 
wretched beyond ail possibility of descrip- 
tion — Erneatina had scarcely consciousness 
or energy left to think at all. But when 
the ruffkn bade her rise, with an intima- 
tion that she was to depart in his company, 
she looked up into his face in a manner of 
anxious inquiry. 

"Well, I suppose I spoke intelligibly 
enough,” he growiingly observed : " and 
if not, I can soon make you understand. 
You are going away with me to be my 
miatrass^t eiiva with me --no, not, exactly 
to live with ma ’cause why, it wouldn’t 
do to take you to the same house whara 
Sally Melmoth is. But I will put you into 
a nice comfortable lodging over in Ber- 
mondsey—” 

Monster— wratoh — villain ”* exclaim**' 
ed Brnestina, now starting from tho chair 
to ^ which she was no longer bound : “ let 
this scene end at once I” 

" Well then, it will and in this man- 
ner/* crted the Hangman, snatching up his 
clasp-knife from the table and raising tha 
ghaatiy gleaming blade above Ernastina’s 
head. 

. " Mercy* mercy I” she ejaculated, falling 
upon her knees : for there was something 
frightful in the aspect of that hideous 

knife. 
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“ Now listen, while I say 311st a few last 
words,” exclaimed Coffin. 

‘'Last words?*’ repeated Errestina 
trembling all over as she knelt baforo hioi : 
for it struck her that this phrase was indi- 
cative of her doom, 

“You are a fool— I don’t want to 
hurt you, unless you make me,” 
resumed the Hangman. “ But what I mean 
to say is just simply this. Twice have you 
done your best to make an end of me — once 
when you thought yon was sticking a 
dagger into me on Westminster Bridge; 
and last night, or rather this morning, 
when you shoved me into the chair. If I 
didn’t mean to be revenged, I shouldn’t bo 
flesh and blood. ButI do mean revenge— 
and that is by making you my mistress. 
Or else I will send every inch of this blade 
through that lovely bosom of yours, down 
into your very heart. So now decide.” 

Brnestina remained upon her knees, 
but with her hands no longer outstretched 
nor her looks upraised. Her arms fell 
before her, and her head drooped on her 
bosom, giving her the air of a kneeling 
penitent. She was abandoning herself to 
despair : the stupor of dismay was coming 
over her;— her ideas ware growing confus- 
ed — her senses seemed to be leaving her. 

“Now then, get up— dress yourself— 
and let us depart,” said the Hangman. 

But no response was given him— and 
the unhappy lady, already upon her knees, 
fell with her face downward upon the floor, 
where she lay senseless. 

When she awoke to consciousness again, 
she was lying on the bed, and the Hang- 
man was sprinkling water on her face. 
A conviction that she had experienced 
fresh outrage struck her as if with a death- 
blow! 

“ You are killing me — I am dying T* she 
murmured in a faint voice *. but still was 
there an expression of ineffable horror in 
her looks as she averted them from the 
Hangman’s countenance. 

“ Ohl that’s all nonsense,” he exclaim- 
ed, “ Women don’t die like this. Besides, 
you are young, and strong, and healthy 
enough. If it was the Prince that was 
with you, you woudn’t be dying with any- 
thing unless it was pleasure : but because 
a gentleman of my profession has took a 
fancy i to you ” 

“ Oh 1 if you have any compassion left— 
if you have any feeling in your heart/* 
moaned the wretched Brnestina, “ leave 
me — I am dying f * 

The Hangman grew frightened. Even 
while Brnestina was giving faint, and foebla 
utterance to those last words, he was 


struck by the visible change which h 
come over her ; and there was also som 
thing that alarmed him in the tone of hi 
voice. Yet he was undecided how to ac 
To leave her then and thero, was 1 
abandon the vaagaanca which he ha 
resolved to wrack : and how could ha 
up all idea of raven ge for what ha con 
sidered to be the wrongs he had exparianc 
ed? That he was already sufficient! 
avenged by the brutal outrages perpetrate 
on the unhappy lady, he did not think. H 
sought to drag her through all the mii\ 
pollution, and filth of a brothel in Iha: 
mondsey : for it was only by the consuni 
mate degradation that tho high-born, titled 
and beautiful lady that h:s fiendish maiict 
and diabolic vindictiveness could be 
appeased. 

While he was standing by tho side of the 
couch, uncertain how to act, Blniestina, 
had averted her countenance ; and shading 
her eyes witli one of her white hands, she 
lay as if in oxtremities — lier breath corning 
with quick uneasy gaspings, and all the 
lower part of her countenance, looking; as 
if the seal of death ware already im])rassed 
upon it. 

“ Como now, what does this moan 
demanded the Hangman grufily, endeavour- 
ing as it were to concuaJ his fears even 
from himself benoatdj ditiplay of his 
savage temper. “What’s tho matter with, 
you ?” 

“ I toll you I am dying,” answered 
Brnestina in a voice that was soarcady 
audible, “iluavonl will you not Huffer 
me to die in pe.aco ?” 

Daniel Coffin was now too seriously 
alarmed to permit him to remain umiecid- 
ed any longer; and thhddng tint the i)uHt 
course ha could adopt would bo to take 
his departure as proinptly as possiblu, ho 
without another word Bnatcheni up his hat, 
flung it upon his head, and stole forth 
from the room. Descending tlio stairs, ha 
boldly traversed the liall ; and ilia moinonl 
the porter emerged from Ids great loatheru 
sentry-box in which ha was wont to sit 
and (lorn, Coflin said, “ i*m a fricml of 
Mr. Brockman’s.” 

„ The porter recollectml having seen tho 
Hangman before, but still ho could not 
help gazing suspiciously upon him. Ooffin 
accordingly drew tho crow-bar out of his 
pocket, and gave tho domestic a tap on the 
head which at once stretched him mnmkm 
on the marble floor of the halL 
The Hangman escaped from the house 
withhut any farther mokHtation ; and 
several minutes elapsed before the balk 
norter came to himself. Ha bhm raised 
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an alarni that some robber had been in the 
house ; and a_s the servants rushed about 
in all directions, the maid appointed to 
wait on Ernestina sped to her room. There 
she found _ her ladyship dangerously ill ; 
but nothing could equal the young 
woman’s amazement when she beheld the 
dishes completely cleared and the decanters 
emptied. 

Heavens I the robbers have been 
herel” she exclaimed in surprise and 
alarm. 

Lady Ernestina Eysart, now recovering 
partially, and perceiving the necessity of 
telling some tale, at once corroborated the 
maid’s^ belief— representing that she had 
fallen into a swoon on discovering a robber 
in her room, and, that she was only now 
beginning to shake off the effects of the 
terrific fright she had sustained. 

In this manner was not only the absence 
of the supper accounted for, but likewise 
the serious illness which Lady Ernestina 
experienced. 


CHAPTER CLXXX. 
CONCLUSION OF THE HISTOEY 
OF SELLIS. 

The scene shifts once more to Windsor 
Castle; and it is the same evening of 
which we have been writing. 

The reader will not have forgotten a 
certain Mrs. Bredalbano, occupj’ing the 
post of one of the Royal Bed-chamber 
Women : and if we peep into this lady’s 
own room in the castellated palace, at 
about ten o’clock, we shall find her seated 
tete-e-iete with Mrs. Arbuthnot, who held a 
Similar appointment. These two ladies 
had become great friends and confidants ; 
and when not required to bo in personal 
attandanc© on the Qneen, they war© wont; 
fco bavo a mp of tea or a pleasant little 
supper together in order to discuss all the 
scandal of the palace* 

On the present occasion they were seated 
at the supper- table. The repast was over: 
but they were enjoying themselves with a 
Y while indulging in soma 

of their favourite topics of discourse. 

Yes, my dear friend/^ said Mrs. Bredal- 
bane, pursuing the thread of some pre- 
remarks which she had been making, 

I can assure you the Princess persecutes 
me to death upon this subject : and that is 
what you beheld her talking to me so 
sarnestlv about in the Park this 


But how is it;* inquired Mrs. Arbuth- 
not,’* that her Eoyal Highness should be 
so anxious to learn the history of Sellis’s 
mysterious death ?” 

You might say fitu fdef if you chose !’* 
observed Mrs. Bredalbane. 

“Indeed! are you so positive on that 
head exclaimed Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

“ I am/’ was the response. “ Of all the 
topics whereon you and I have so frequent- 
ly conversed. 1 do believe that the Sellis 
business is the only one left untouched by 
us 

‘‘And it is precisely that which has 
suddenly assumed an important degree of 
interest in my eyes,'* interrupted 
Mrs. Arbuthnot, “after what you have 
told me relative to the young Princess 
Charlotte. But how came her Eoyal High- 
ness to be aware that you, of all the ladies 
at Court, ware befcter instructed in this 
mysterious transaction than any one else?’* 

I will tell you how it happened,” said 
Mrs. Bredalbane. “ Poor dear Lady 
Prescott, whoso melancholy death at 
Geneva has so recently appeared in the 
papers, was a bosom friend of mine ; and 
one evening we were talking familiarly 
together, in the same way as you and 
I at the present moment. The con- 
versation turned upon the Sellis affair ; 
and I was induced to commence the nar- 
rative of the dread occurrence. Little sus- 
pecting who overheard me, I had nearly 
finished the recital, when all of a sudden 
the astounding fact became revealed to us 
that the Princess Charlotte was a listener ; 
and, as she subsequently confessed, she 
had caught every syllable — that is to say, 
as far as I had advanced in the narrative.” 

Dear me, how very awkward !” ex- 
claimed Mrs. Arbuthnot. “Was that 
long ago ?” 

“ Yes— some months— just ’oefora Lady 
Prescott resigned and was succeeded by 
you. Erom that moment has the Princess 
constantly plagued and persecuted me to 
toll her the remainder of the narrative: 
but it is of a nature which, strictly speak- 
ing, cannot possibly be revealed to so 
young a person 

’ Is it then of so very peculiar a 
character ?” asked Mrs. Arbuthnot, with a 
display of curiosity that was significant 
enough. 

Ah ! my dear friend, if you only beard 
it,” exclaimed Mrs. Bredalbane, “you 
would indeed agree with me that I cannot 
—must not — dare not comply with the 
young Princess’s request. I have accord- 
ingly managed to put her off from time to 
time with a variety of exouaeB : bat this 
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Wha^ felieii is to be done ? I assuredly do 
not ever wish to be dragged into a revela- 
tion, nor yet be surprised into a betrayal, 
of this tremendous secret My only course 
is to leave St. James’s — to seek some other 
service : and by being thus removed from 
the presence of those whom this secret so 
nearly concerns, I may not be forced every 
day, and every hour, to find myself blush- 
ing or turning pale, and having to invent 
some falsehood as an excuse for my emo- 
tions. 

My mind therefore is made up. I shall 
leave to-morrow. My child’s illness will 
serve as an excuse : the doctor said some- 
thing to-day about the seaside. This then 
will serve to account for my sudden resolve 
— a resolve which is now unchangeable. 

“ If I write to you thus, addressing you 
by no name— it is that I cannot bring my- 
self to pay even the most ordinary courtesy 
to one who 

# # # # 

# # «• 

# # # # 

Here the letter abruptly broke off: but 
ft was evident that, so much as there was 
of it, its contents had produced a deep 
impression upon Mrs. Arbuthnot’s mind. 

‘VWhat think you of that document?” 
asked Mrs. Bredalbane. 

” Before I offer a single comment,” re- 
sponded Mrs. Arbuthnot, ” be pleased to 
finish and as she thus 

spoke, her manner was grave and her look 
serious to a degree. 

“I have but little more to say,” con- 
tinued the Hon. Mrs. Bredalbane. “You 
may readily suppose that Joux, on perus- 
ing this letter, was strangely excited ; and 
S on the spur of the moment he had 
^ jdeemed it prudent to abstain from declar- 
img what ha knew or proauemg the docu- 
t|h 2 ent, he was now more than ever pon- 
?.;,^rmed in the adoption of that course. The 
inquest took place; and as a matter of 
/course the evidence, such as it was, bad 
‘been cooked up so as to have but one tend- 
ancy^namely, to fix the stigma of self- 
■ desiruetion upon Seiiis. A verdict was 
returned accordingly ; and the unfortunate 
Italian was not only branded as a base, 
cowardly assassin— the midnight assailant 
of a kind and benevolent master— but also 
as a miserable suicide !” 

' “ And what about Joux?” asked Mrs 
Arbuthnot, 

“ He managed to keep himself out of the 
way at the moment when the evidence of 
the domesties and others was being taken 
down in writing to be ultimately submited 
to the Coroner’s jury; and soon afterwards 


he quitted the service of hisEoyal Highness, 
He then entered my household as butler, 
my husband being at that time alive and 
our residence in Mount Street. In the 
course of a short time I observed that Joux 
had evidently something on his mind: and 
knowing of course that he had been in the 
service of the Duke of Cumberland, I 
fancied that he might have picked up soma 
piece of Court scandal, or have become a 
party in soma not over-nice transaction 
connected with high life. To these sup- 
positions I was led by a word or two which 
at times he inadvertently dropped ; and at 
length I pressed him on the subject. He 
then told me all these particulars relative 
to Sellis and the letter, which I have been 
describing to you, and which have never 
been made pnpiio. He gave me that letter : 
he even appeared delighted to get rid of it; 
and yet he assured me that some supersti- 
tious feeling had always prevented him 
from destroying it whenever he entertained 
the idea. He left me at length to ‘better 
himself /as the phrase goes : and I know 
not what has become of him.” 

“ But what was /jjs opinion, relativa to 
the whole affair?” asked Mrs. Arbuthnot, 
fixing upon her friend a keen and searching 
look. 

“ What could he think otherwise than 
that Sellis had discovered an amorous in- 
trigua existing between the Princess 
Augusta and the valet Neale; and that 
fearful of being betrayed and ruined, Neale 
murdered Sellis, and then in order to shield 
himself, penetrated into the Duke of 
Cumberland’s room — wounded his Eoyal 

Highness and fled-- — ^ of course leaving 

it to be supposed that Sellis was the 
assailant.” 

“ And you believe all this relative to 
Neale?” asked Mrs. Arbuthnot. 

‘‘ To be sure I do,” replied Mrs. Bra- 
dalbane. “ Surely you do not fancy that 
Joux forged this letter, and that his whole 
story being a fiction, Sellis was really an 
intended robber and murderer, and an 
actual suicide ?” 

“No— I believe every syllable of the 
story told by Joux,” answered Mrs. 
Arbuthnot. “I also feel convinced that this 
letter is genuine, though without signa- 
ture, imperfect, and unfinished. I there- 
fore believe that Sellis was murdered but 
I do not believe that Neale was the mur- 
derer 1” 

“ Good heavens 1 what do you believe ?’* 
exclaimed Mrs. Bredalbane, with a 

frightened regard, • / . ; 

. « -- . ‘ *' ; ' * ' **!*'’'■ ’ ' 
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“Tell me what was tha iraprassion that 
Joux fiiitartained on feho subjact ?*’ inquir- 
ed Mrs. ArbuUinot. 

I do not rainombar that he ever speei- 
fioally and in so many words explained his 
opinion/’ said Mrs. Bredalbana. “ fla 
told me the narrative-— gave iiib the letter 
— and suffered me to draw my own in- 
ference ; wineli I did, supposing it to ho 
the same thalj ha hirasolf Imd already 
deduced from tha facts thomselvus/* 

“ Depend upon it/’ oliaorved Mrs. 
Arbuthnofe, sliaking her head solemnly, 
“that the impression doux formed was 
very different from the one whitdi you, nay 
dear friend, r(3C0ivo{L” 

“ Good heavens I I begin to eotortain. a 
dreadful suspicion/’ cried Mrs. Bredalbana. 

“ And my wonder is that you did not 
entertain it long ago,” rejoined Mrs. 
Ar but hoot. “Look csalmly and dispassio- 
nately at all the facts. Why was Joux so 
overpowered with alarm on disoovering 
the secret ? Because ha read the frightful 
truth in a moment ! Had he holioved 
Neale — *a hinnblo and obscure domestic— 
to have been tlie murderer, ha would not 
have feared to proclaim tins belief. But it 
was because ho comprohendod the wliolo of 
that awful mystery — — ” 

“ For God’s sake, take care of what you 
say I” intarru|)ted I\lrs. Brodaibano, easting 
an anxious glance around as if tlie faces 
of listeners might peer forth from tho very 
walls: then she rose and looked forth 
from the door to satisfy herself that there 
were no oavos-dronpors. 

“It is impoHsihlo/* contimiod Mrs. 
Arbuthnot whan I^lrs. .BredrJbano had 
resumod her seat, “ to shut one s ayes 
against the truth— startling, iiorrifying, 
and astounding though it he— -which stands 
forth patent and visihio from amidst all 
the facte hofore us. Tho belief that Neale 
was tim murderer involvoa the elumsiost 
theory. How could he be ruiiiod and 
undone hecauso a Royal hidy bestowed her 
favours on him. Would she not screen 
him ? would she not provide for Idin 1 
'Wlwm was tho nacossity to murder Sellis? 
Think you that tho Prineoss hersolf would 
have oounsalled him to tho deed 7 And 
then, if your theory makes him tlm mur- 
derer of Sollis, it must make 1dm also the 
assailant of the Duke# But why suppose 
him committing oim unnecessary crime in 
order to veil another? It would have 
bean an act of sheer madness on BmWn 
part ; and the theory is not tenable for a 
moment/*" 

Then who— who **'*«ftsked Mrs, BredaB 
bane* soareely daring |a allow her lips to . 


form tha query whi(di all her. suspicions 
now naturally 8aggc3’^.a(i. 

My dear fritmd, hoLwt^-m you and 
sajd Mrs. Arhtitlinot, “ thuro U not tho 
slightest nacossity to ininco nutters. Wo 
are alone— wa shall !tot hatray oacJi other 
--■aiul we may thurafore spasik without 
reserve. This tluin is my opinion-. -ony 
linn opinio/i the opinion ---to wluhd) 1 
came while reading Saliis’s hd.ter- 

“ And tliat opinion ?” .asked I\Iri. lire. 
dall)ana. 

“ Is that Ernest Duke of Oumhurland 
was guilty of incest with liis sister the 
Princess Augus'ta, and was himself tfm 
murderer of Sellis 1” 

Such was tluj answer thaf; I^Irs. Arhuth- 
not gave in a firm am! sol«mn voice: and 
then a long pause ensued. 

“ Yes-— it must huso,” said Mrs. BredaB 
bane, at length breaking silence and speak- 
ing in a musing tone. I comprehend it all 
now ! Tliafe letter was intended to have 
been sent to tlie Duke of Gum her! and ; 
wlioroas until this niglit I liave always 
imagined that it was meant for Noalo. 
Poor Sellis ! lie must ImvQ bean andowad 
with fine and oven noble feelings indeeci 
That snob was tha case his letter fully 
proves 1” 

And in iinagniation/’ continued 
Mrs. Arbuthnot, one may peneferato into 
the solitude of liis chamber on that fearful 
night ! 1 fancy that I can see him, carriiKl 
a.long by a torrent of irrcsistiblo feelings 
excited by tho feariul crime of incost wbieh 
ho had witnessed, taking up his pm gi^a 
o.prossion to those feelings in a loiter to' 
his Royal master -that master whom !m 
evidently considered to have forfeited all 
edaim to^rcspect ami deference! Then may 
we imagine him throwing down his pen--- 
perphaps oven tossing the paper itself 
impatiently aside, so tint it fell down in 

tha conmr whore Joux picked it up «.aiui 

throwing himgeif, half dressed as ho was* 
upon the hod, oxhaustod by the CoarCul eX"- 
citement of his overwrought foelings, Bui 
ah I now comas tho awful phase of the 
tromaiiclous draiim ! The door openi -Iha 
Duke of Cumberland steals in— Sallia sleeps 
—and from that sleep there is to be no 
■waking, The frightful deed is done; md 
forth from that room goes the Duka— a 
murderer I Aye, and what is more loo, ha 
must have been a cold- blooded assassm; 
fo"r on his return to his own room, he had 

the praaonca of mind to |)3rfom the part 
which was to give a odour and oompkxian 
to lha whole afTair— I moan those wounds 
wbloh ho must have inflicted upon himself 
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** Btifc iibe M6<^ical evidanca,” iatetrupl;- 
ed Mrs. Bradalbaae “ proved thafe the 
wounds ware serious.” 

“Granting that they were.’* rejoined 
Mrs. Arbufcbnot, “may we not suppose 
that the Duke inflicted them a little more 
severely than be perhaps intended?— or 
that being a bold and desperate man, be 
calculated full well that the more severely 
be punished himself the more certain was 
he to avert suspicion from his own door ? 
Or again, the medical evidence may have 
been exaggerated and overstrained.’* 

“ la it not an awful subject ?’* asked 
Mrs. Bredalbane, as she replaced the un- 
finished letter of the murdered Sellis in 
her writing-desk. 

“It is a tremendous and a fea-rful episode 
in the history of the Eoyal Family,’* re- 
plied Mrs. Arbuthnot: “and I think that 
you now will be more than ever cautious 
how you appease the curiosity of the 
Prince Charlotte.” 


CHAPTBE OLXXXL 

THE BOOMED WOMAH 

Eetuen we once more to Geneva, the 
scene of so many and startling incidents 
already chronicled in our narrative. 

It was ten o* clock at night, when 
Jocelyn Eoftus rang the bell at the en- 
trance of the gloomy prison. The gate was 
immediately opened by the porter, who 
inquired bis business. 

“ I wish to see the English woman 
named Banger, who is to die to-morrow,” 
was tbs answer given by our hero. 

‘• It is too late, sir,*’ replied the porter. 

I ** The prison hours * 

i Here !** said Loftus, producing a paper 
' from his pocket.” It is an order from the 
; Syndics to admit me.” 

The man glanced his eye over the paper, 
bowed with much respect, and said, “Have 
the kindness, sir, to follow me,” 

Thus speakin g, the porter conducted our 
hero along the gloomy passage, which was 
dimly lighted by an iron lamp suspended to 
the ceiling: and turning into another stone 
corridor he led him into a large room, 
where a turnkey, two or three of the 
prison watchmen and the serjeant of the 
2uard stationed within the walls of the 
mtablishmant, were lounging upon 
benches, smoking their pipes and drinking 
the small wine of the country. The 
porter gave the written order to the 
turnkey, who forthwith tonv ^ 


lantern and requested Jocelyn to acompa 
him. The porter returned to his lodge 
the gate, and our hero followed t 
turnkey through the apartrnont in: 
another long passage on tbo farther sid 
They then traversed a large courtyat 
surrounded by the lofty building constitut 
ing that particular division of the gaol 
But in one window only did a light shine 

“ That is where the three man are wlu 
are to ba guillotined to-morrow along witl 
Mrs. Eanger,” said the turnkey. “ The 
priest is with them — for tliey are tlircQ 
Catholics ; and they are allowed a light in 
their cell.” 

“And how do they bear themselvea ?” 
asked Loftus : “ for I was told yesterday 
that they are thoroughly reckless and 
impenitent.’* 

“ There !” said the turnkey : “that is a 
proof ! ’ * — ‘ ‘ an d he d raw Jocely n beneath 
the barred window of the cell, vyhere they 
both paused fora few mooionts. 

The three men were singing— not a 
hymn, but a bacolianalian song ; and then 
suddenly breaking off with a loud laugh 
they began flinging tauntS' and ribald jests 
at the priest. Then arose however the 
voice of that pious man enjoining them to 
listen to the words he had to speak : Imt 
again they broke forth into a coarse guffaw; 
and Jocelyn, with a cold tremor paesing 
throughout his frame, whispored to the 
turnkey, “ This is horrible I for lusaven’s 
sake let us move on.” 

“Think you,” asked t!iO prison func- 
tionary, as he proceeded to conduct our 
hero across the yard, “ that thono mm will 
continue thus until tho last ? I do not. 
My experience is against su<di a bolief.” 

“ And I also think,” auBworod Jocelyn 
— “ and indeed I hope for thoir own sake, 
that there was somothing false, hollow, 
and unnatural in thoir dreadful m'rtli. It 
sounded like the desperate attempt of man 
to drown oara in a forood excitomoot. 

“Just so,” rejoined tho turnkey, “ Hut 
here we are in the women’s division^* 

While thus speaking, tho prison-official 
had opened a door leading into a second 
courtyard; and here also one light was 
alone seen shining through the window of 
a cell on the ground-floor. The turnkey 
opened another door, ^ which led into the 
building ; and conducting our hero along a 
gloomy passage* where their footsteps 
raised echoes that had a fearful and 
ominous sound, be presently stopped at a 
door through the chinks of which a feeble 
glimmering shone forth* 
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“I)o you wish to S00 tier alone?’* he 
asked, in a subdued whisper. *‘Just as 

you like*’’ ^ 

“yes— alone,” replied Loftus. ‘ Is any 

one with her ?” 

’VNo : she desired the clergyman-— for 
she has a Protestant minister attending 
upon her— to return at midnight I shall 
walk up and down in the passago until you 
come forth again,” 

Thus speaking, ha drew back tlie bolts 
and unfastened tlia chain of the massive 
door : the key grated iiorribly in tiio lock 

and the next moment Jocelyn passed 

into the cell. Tim door closed behind him; 
and he was now alone witii Mrs. Banger, 

She was sitting upon the moan and 
sordid pallet strotcliud on a roiigli wooden 
bedstead ; a candiu stood upon a small 
table; and its light, dim and flickering, 
added to the gliastlinoss of the wretched 
woman’s appoara,nce. Tleavens ! how al- 
tered was she. The ravages of old age had 
been fearfully aggravated by the c-orroding 
influences of dire ang,uish and inoffable 
horror duritn? the iaat few weeks ; and 
those ravages wore no longer disguised by 
the abundant use of (^oBmetics and suc- 
oedaneous artiflees. No rouge, tior poarl- 
powder, nor refrcBliing lotions mitigated or 
disguised the hkleousimBS of the wretched 
woman’s countenance ! her skin was like 
wrinkled parchment upon her llesbicss 
cheeks ; her neck was scraggy atid sallow 
even to loathsomeness ; ’-her eyes seomad 
sot in deep caverns. Hhu had either lost, 
or also no longer chose to wear, her false 
teeth ; and Imr mouth had thertJore bdlen 
iu. Her nose was frightfully thin, so that 
her profile hati all the augular sharpness 
of old age, unredecinujd by any of that 
benevolent or placid expreseion which at 
such a time of life so often prevents the 
oountaaanoe from Imtng revoltingly ugly. 
Her hair still retained the blank dya where- 
with she had stainod it at one of the latest 
toilettes which she performed at the villa : 
but iaasmueh ns it had grown somewhat 
during hat imprisonmant, it was all per- 
fectly white for about a third of an inch at 
the roots— a circumstanoe that added to 
the hideousness of lier appearance* Alto- 
gether she seemed the vilest atul most 
loathsome wrack of humanity upon which 
Jocelyn Loflus ever sat bis eyes. 

The moment he entered the call ha 
found her looks fixed upon him. She had 
been gating at the door while it opened j 
and there was a ipeoies of raptile-like 
glistening in her sunken eyw. Loftns 
conli not help shuddering ai he thus an- 
oounteted ll» looks of the wretehod 
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woman. When he had last Seen her, it 
was a fortnight back in the court of 
justice where she and her three accomplices 
were tried : but she wore a bonnet 

and was closely veiled, so that he had not 
on that occasion observed the change 
winch was taking place in her looks. Now 
he saw her without bonnet, without cap, 
and without veil,— her thin lank hair 
hanging down on her scraggy shoulders, 
and her lean slirivalled form wrapped in a 
gown which hung as loosely upon her as 
if in mockery wrapping a skeleton, fla was 
shocked — ha staggered back from the re- 
volting spectacle : he could not conceal his 
disgust even if it had killed her upon the 
spot-~*and she not only noticed his manner 
but also comprehondod the reason of it. 

’‘You find me much changed, Mr. 
Loftus ?” — she said ; and her voice, no' 
longer aided by tho false teeth, ' was 
muQibling almost inarticulate. 

“ I did not expect to find you looking 
cheerful and happy,” responded our hero, 
instantly recovering himself and speaking 
in tliat gentle tone which wm consistent 
with tho generosity of his ebaraoter :: for 
ho would not willingly enhance the pain 
which ho knew full well the wretebed 
woman must experience. ” Indeed, I 
should have boon very sorry to find you 
looking as you were wont to do ; because 
ihai would have bespoken a Iiardness of 
heart which under circumstances—” 

” Ah, under circuroatanoes 1” she re- 
peated quickly, and with greater strength 
of voice than beforo>-»- as if the anguish of 
her foolings gave a power to her articula- 
tion. ** Good God I and circum- 

.stances? Death! death! The guillotine 
waiting for mc--«0 horror I the guillo- 
tine :”--and clasping her hands, that were 
skinny and skeleton-lika, she quivered and 
shook with a convulsive trembling from 
head to foot. 

Jocelyn Loftus placed himself on a stool 
that was near tho table, and said in a low 
and agitated voice, ** Are you not prepared 
to die?” 

** My God 1 can you pul that question ?” 
she exclaimed liysferlcally, and her eyw 
actually glared from their oaverned sockets, 
which were of a bluish, almost livid tint* 
” I sent for you to say that you must save 
me I” 

Loftus shook fail head with mournful 
slowriass. 

** Why do you do that” she demanded 
abruptly and with a short gasp, at if her 
utteranod were nearly choked : ** why do 
you do that?” 
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** Can yon nofe understand my meaning?” 
he said. ** I was told that you^were 
resigned — that you welcomed the visits of 
the good clergyman whom the authorities 
have allowed to penetrate to your ceil. I 
had hoped that his pious ministrations bad 
prepared you.” 

” Oh ! if all be says be true, what can I 
hope, where shall I go ?” cried the wretch- 
ed woman, her attenuated form again 
shahen by a convulsive shudder, “He 
speaks to me of heaven and hell — of a 
heaven full of happiness and a bell formed 
of a burning lake — Ah 1 and I have seen 
it in my dreams too ! Oh, the fierce flames, 
the molten fire, the raging sea of red hot 
brimstone!’* 

” But the minister has likewise told 
you that God is merciful, that there is 
hope of the penitent ?*’ said Loftus. 

“Yes: but what surety have I that crimes 
like mine can bo forgiven? Murder ! Oh. it 
is the foulest, the most horrible of all 
black deeds IThe blood of the victim sticks 
to one: all I sea is blood red I I behold you 
bow through a crimson mist I It is 
horrible, horrible 1” and the wretched 
woman covered her eyes with her fleshless 
hands, the veins of which were like 
knotted cords underneath the skin. 

Jocelyn felt assured that her brain was 
touched, that her senses ware impaired, 
Ha knew not what to say, or how to deal 
with the miserable creature under such 
circumstances. 

“ Well, what are you doing here?” 
she suddenly exclaimed, removing her 
hands from her shrivelled countenance ! 
** unless you have come to save me. You 
have the power.— I know you have I 
A word from you to the Syndicate will 
have the effect. Besides, you must save 
me. I cannot die-.-I am not prepared to 
die ! I am old, and could not live long ac- 
cording to my natural span. Surely, surely 
it would be no great boon to accord me a 
year or two of existence which in the 
course of things would ba mine? Let nde be 
locked up in prisou all the time- I do 
not ask to go out but I ask to live I 
Heavens, I can do no more harm in this 
world I There is no scope for mischief in 
this dreadful place. Look around!— 
a strong man in all his youthful vigour 
could not tear down those huge bars from 
'the windows, nor break open that thick 
door, nor remove one single stone from 
the mass of masonry which makes these 
walls impenetrable as marble. Then, is it 
rational to fear- that a poor, crushed, 
broken down, enfeebled wreteh 4ike me 


could escape hence ? No, no. Then ’ 
take my life? — why?*’ 

“Mrs. Ranger,” answered Joot 
Loftus,” I beseech you to tranquil 
yourself, and to listen to me. This af 
noon a message was left by the Protest 
clergyman at the hotel where I am stay! 
to the effect that you wished to sea me 
only for a few moments. I was not wi 
in at the time : I did not return to 
Hotel until an hour ago. It was then n 
o’clock. I could not disregard the pra| 
of a fellow- creature whose hours in t 
world are numbered ” 

“ But why enter into such particulars 
demanded Mrs. Ranger impatient 
“These things are trivial— Oh! trivial 
a degi'ee, in comparison with the immer, 
importance of my position. Let us ta. 
then, only on what ean be done to sa 
me. 

“I pray you to listen,” continui 
Loftus, impressively. “ I was about ■ 
inform you that I went to the prineip 
Syndic to beseech a written order to vis 
you at once. I saw him — and be oomplie 
with my request. I asked him if ** 

“ If what ?” demanded the wreiche 
woman with almost frenzied impatience 
for she now guessed what was coming. 

“ I asked him, I say, whether there wa 
any intention to commufea your sentence,’ 
continued Loftus, with deepaniu] 
solemnity of tone, “ and ha declared thal 
the law must taka its ODurae.** 

Ha did not !— it is falaell” exolaimac 
Mrs. Ranger, her features convulsing 
moat hideously with a sort of frenzied rag<l 
as she spoke. “You only say this to avoW 
taking any farther trouble in my babalfi 
You want to see me perish dreadfully on 
the scaffold* It is you who have done it 
all. Had you never come to Geneva to 
interfere with my plans, I should not have 
been led into the circumstances which have 
made me what I am and have placed me 
here. Cruel and heartless that you are — 
pitiless and implacable — it is yot(> who 
have hunted me to the very death 1” 

“Mrs. Banger,” answered Loftus, in a 
mournful tone, “ I cannot be angry with 
one in your condition. But you must 
recollect that you prepared all this sad 
destiny for your self. Wherefore did you 
ever embark in a course which was likely 
to conduct you, you knew not whither. 
But God forbid that I should reproach you 
now ! Great as your sins have been, your 
punishment is also great— great enough 
indeed, I hope, to be an atonement — but it 
is my duty to assure you that wtfVi 
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affairs of earth you have no farther 
concern.’’ 

“Oh! forgive me, forgive me, my dear 
young man, if I said anything to oflfer.d 
you. I did not moan it I But there aro 
moments when I know not what I say or 
do : — my brain seems to be on fire — it is 
in a dreadful whirl I But toll me, toll mo, 
that you will yet save mo ? Think of tlio 
horrors of such a death. My God I 1 aliall 
go wild if I dare contornplato it. Mr. 
Loftus, you must save me I cannot dio ! 

If they come to take me, I will scratch - 

I will fly at the ruliQati-man like a tiger-cat. 
Oh! I will do a mischief!’’ — and she 
laughed with a horrible frenzy. 

“ Do you not tinnk that I had better go 
and fetch the clergyman to you once 
more?’’ asked Loftus, cruelly bowilderod 
by this awful scene. 

“No : ha is of no use to mo now,” was 
the wretched woman’s quick response; 
than she paused— slowly bent down her 
eyes— and appeared to reflect profoundly, 
Many, many years ago,” she at length 
said,— and now sho spoke in a strangely 
altered voice— a voice in wliioh there was 
a low and mournful pathos, — “a sweet 
little gkl was gambolling and skipping 
about in a beautiful garden full of fruits 
and flowers. Let us contornplato that 
dear iunooant ohild when she was about 
five or six years old, What blushing roses 
were upon her cheeks! what lily- purity 
upon her brow ! Her dark- l>rown hair 
flowed in myriads of dusters over hor 
white neck and shoulders. What joy 
danced in hor sunny eyes ! W hat silver 
pearls of mirth rolled forth from her red 
Ups ! and how glaneingly did lior tiny feet 
trip over the lawn, along the gravel walks, 
and amidst the parterres of flowers ! And 
that little ohild, so gay, so innocent, so 
good, was a fond mother’s darling. The 
mother was a widow ; and this ohild was 
and her comfort. Behold 
that dw kind mother oomiug forth from 
the pioturasque cottage to which the 
garden belongs; and how that oldld 
bounds towards her ! The butterfly 
wandering from flower to flower is not 
more happy than tliis young ohild. The 
melody of birds in the trees of that garden 
luj. <5®liciou8 than the music of the 
Child s mirth as its mother receives it with 
arms. Oh I what a blissful scone— 
nuoMu^ in Its own appropriate paradise 1 
■H«af ® my own ear- 


As sbe^ films spoke, Mrs. Banger misai 
. her eyas in a melancholy— Oil 1 so m 0 lai:i’* 
choiy a manaor towards Jocelyn Loftns, 
_that bis bearfi swelled wit-h einotiions, and 
he fait febat the tears were In-ickiing down 
bis cheeks. He saw not ilio hideous hag 
before him, loan, wrinkled, and strickuii 
by all the soaring wor-s of age, crime and 
calamity; ho saw not the cold chourloae 
dungeon, with, its nitissive hna-s, its hugo 
door, its iraponetrabio its stone 

pavement, its vaulted roof, and its rough 
meagre furniture ; hut so vividly liad the 
pieturg wliich tiio woman drew been im- 
pressed upon his niind, that he behold only 
tliat sweet little innoeont child eho liad 
delineated in so strangely toucliing n man- 
ner ; and that garden’'SCimcj with the 
picturesque cottage, all of whifdi appettred 
a rouiantic and lovely reality to Ids mimrs 
eye. 

But the scone changes, ** sIjo wont on 
to say, in a deeper iuourfifulnesH of voice : 

a dozm years juive |)aH«ech.^.-and in a 
sumptuously^furnisliud apartment a In.nuiii- 
iul young creature of suvenieun or olghkioii 
reclines upoii a sofa. yos--'8he is c3&s$k 1- 
ingly hoautiful. All the ovirioncoi of 
wealth and luxury are about her person 
and in that apartment. IJer dross is 
splendid ; dianiomis are upon her 
pearls oncirclo her needv-* pearls also hang 

over hor naked hosoirr^ and tho richest 

bracolots sot off her mow white arms. Ttie 
door opens : a poweierod iacquey enters to 
ask at what^ hour this lady will liavo the 
carriage, bhe gives him the riwiuired 
answer. Soon ^ afterwards an abgant 
krjindi lady*s maid appiiars to bring costly 
studs, lace veils, silks and satins, for the 
lady s inspection. Miliiners atid drapers, 
mercers and jowelh'rH, Mend ihyir goods or 
awfut hor orders. One of ilto moat emimint 
artists of the day mmm to rocMivti instrmi- 
iions relative to her lurtrait. Thus tho 
foronoon is dlBpo.;kU nf. Tlinn coiiioi a 
handsome man hi the prinn! of life --tail, 
portly, and with a ndihi hvuiiifi* Jle || 
one of the proulvsi pnm of Kiiglaiiil; 
this charming craafurn k bin miiliwi. Hi 
M infatiiatal with her : ho worships* hi 
adores hor hut ho is already marricdl audl 
has a large family, or he would make hor 
h)s wife. Novortholoss, ho tostifios his 
affwfcton by all possible moans : liis weiHh 
18 immonss, and ho is never wearied of ex- 
pending his gold to surround his loveti 
on© with all tho luxuries and obgaiwies of 
life—not merely to gratify lior «li«!,t- 

!r antiwipats 

them. He has placed her In a spton. 
aid mansion, gi'vea h#r oarriamsi 




servaiils, and heapati 
boiintiaB, the extrav 
profusions wliicli t 
luxury or tho sfeafeo 


:ii)0s3 I'lor 


possibly require. l'>rd ^ 
him in return- She nevoi 
her fall Irora innoc(3r)co 
the apology of tiio boarb 
was dazzled only l)y In^; 
boundless wealth, am! th 


But aha doci 


loved hi n't 
horn is nui 
i alTuotion 
lofty rtvi: 
(told on p! 


he made Imr. TliOughiloBS and ffi'iny, 
notwithstanding the adniirahlo trtiiiiinft 
which she bad reeeivod under u. loioi 
mother’s care, she pi’oforrod 'to h>o n nriji: i 
peer’s mistress ra'thor tlv.vn a poor inm,/.; 
bride. She wag dwelling in the muintrv 
when he spoke to her of the grant lour of 
the metropolis: the siiiq)lo onjoyr. units of 
a rural life seemed monotonous to r in 
co'mparisoii with tho glowing |di'-imiou 
associated with the rnero 'irariio of 1 ionm;':!. 
Dazzled and intoxicated by all ib:it 
told her and all that she drea'mt- ('ismihih 
and enchaBtod by the words th.at hit spolm 
and tba pictures her imagination (ir.-v; ■ 

she bad fallen 1 Yes- --sbo bad iiod- iitun 

her once happy home: and hebolii lu^r 
now, the great lord’s mistress 1 ihit shm 
loved him not. Soon, however, bIu) on- 
countered a young man for whom s'ne (''On- 
ceived a passion; and abo intrigiiod wil-li 
him. One day her noble admirer disco'i’or- 
ed her infidelity. Imme'nSQ as liis iovu bad 
been, proportionately implaeablo was bis 
vengeance now. He di'spoasossed bur (jf 
everything ha had bestowt^d upon bor. in 
his rage he tore tho iowols froi'n bor pot'- 
son, and trampled them U'sider Ids foof : Ir.i 
then turned her forth from tlm Hiiloniiiil 
mansion where ha had lodged her: juoi 


til it not’ 
down it 
tho In) 


full (jf 
could 'n- . 
she wet'i'i 
was reiicl 
was a lain 
moiber'B 
1 leaven a 


io!igid! 
Ah, I it 


she O'ponud 


to reci 


’')a:Ued i\\\ 


!-uitii(.ut am 
ri'co lii(c t) 


'i'ihiy. Sti 
1/ho cottaG 


1 ^: wore iii 
intoiorabla 
I Lure, loan 
-.uiiporlt. Al 
!uid went ill. 
i!iOci.)Mce that 
tlm Htopsof 
It) gbuun.ugiy 
tioiidwi ibi) 


all in a moment she found herself airipn .;i 
of every symbol of wealth, flung down 
from the pinnacle of prosperity, mul ii'i fclm 
street, homeless and friendless, with but a 
few guineas in her pocket. VVeihoigli 
broken hearted, she hastened to tho young 
mao whom she loved, and who had bean, 
as it wmre, the cause of her downfall. But 
that vary morning he had lad a bride to 
the altar, and was av^ay into the country 
to spend the honeymoon. What was tba 
young creature to do now ? She was 'not 
so thoroughly depraved as to be inacceasi- 
ble to some of those tender whispesungs 
which the voice of you'thM memories 
dreathes upward from the soul in mornetits 
luch as that. Thoughts of a once happy 
iOD3e came vividly back to her recollection: 
D.d to her mind’s eye arose the S'weot 
ijioture of rural simplicity--^ the garden 
with its verdure, its gravel- walks, its 
parterr^g of flowers ;■ and its lawn in front 


parterrerB of it wmb in gnilt, in 

shaino, aaid in. dofp.’:i' bit i n; idril wiid'i ioat 
as haa^vy as lead i-dso iir:;:;-n5d ‘.uarHulf to tha 
front door. Slus Inockoii -it wns oponotl 
— ami ilio old HtU'v.'iid,, wiin ba.i boon i or 
years in thu place, tilier d ,au njaeiuaiiOii 
SO wild and strain^e ibat it rU^.ruck dismay 
for ail instant to i.!;e iMilly young efua- 
ture’s heart. But iho i.uxt uiuaient, uiu 
able to bear the ago i den of susponao, sho 
flow up-sfcairs — rushed into her inothor’s 
chambar—and tbjon Riood suddenly 
transfixed in direst liOimur at ilm fi|juct:iclo 
which met her view. Dim and sicldy was 
the light wldeh burnt in. ihu rooifi ; and 
ail old woman was ermiping about tlie bad, 
performing tho last oiheus of a slck-nurse. 
But on that bed- — 0 (Jod ! was strcfjcl.md 
tho lifeless corpse of tiio brokan-houiod 
mother I and the guilty daughtor suddouly 
gav6^ vent to a thrilling siiriok of iribiiabla 
aog'uish-^a shriek that rang through floor 
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md ceiling, wail md roof, and pierced the 
brains of those who heard it. Then she 
staggered forward a few steps, reeled half 
round and fell heavily.* 

Here Mrs. Eanger paused again : and 
covering her face with her withered hands, 
she sobbed low, but with an inward con- 
vulsiveness that denoted a mortal anguish. 
She had narrated this second chapter in 
her own sad history — for it was her own 
tale she was telling — with a mournful 
evenness and painful continuity of tone,— 
not seeming exactly to address herself to 
Loftus, nor to have the deliberate intent 
of unveiling to him the secrets of her 
earlier life, but rather giving audible ex- 
pression to the train of recollections which 
circumstances had now so vividly conjured 
up. But he listened with the deepest, 
deepest interest ; for it was a tale which 
no man could hear unmoved. The tears 
even trickled dowm his cheeks, and his 
heart swelled with emotion ; for in 
imagination he saw every feature, every 
detail, every incident of the woman*s 
history as plainly as if it were being enact- 
ed upon a theatre, and he a spectator sf 
the whole drama. 

“ Years passed away,*’ continued Mrs. 
Eanger, resuming her audible musings 
after a deep silence of several minutes ; 
“and during that period many wore the 
vicissitudes whicli the guilty daughter had 
known. She had seen tlie remains of her 
mother— that moilmr whom her crime had 
murdered— d(3positod in the ohurch-yard* 
She had seen tho clamp clay heaped up over 
the coffin : son a time afterwards she had 
revisited the spot and had seen tho grass 
growing upon the grave. But whenever 
in the deep winter’s night she lay awake 
and heard the winds moaning, or sigliing, 
or raving without, she thouglit liow cold, 
Oh I how cold that poor mother must be 
slumbering in her grave. She thought how 
the rude blasts would bowl, and swoop in 
fury, stern and pitiless, bleak and chill, 
over the gvoon sward and amid tho tomb- 
stones in that iono churchyard. It w,m lo 
avoid such thoughts as these that she 
plunged headlong into dissipation. She be- 
came the mistress of one man— then the 
mistress of another ; sometimes being 
heartlessly deserted or thrust off by him to 
whom she surrendered herself — at other 
times being detected in intrigue elsewhere, 
and discarded with bitterest reproaches — 
perhaps with blows# Sometimes she re- 
velled in luxury — at others she was the 
occupant of a garret : now sitting down to 
^utupipusly-spraadt table-^AJ now 
pledging tw pf 


the wherewith to obtain a morsel of food. 
At length, when living for a brief ’ interval 
in a somewhat more respectable manner, 
but upon the gold which she had rccaived 
as the wages of infamy, she was courted 
by a worthy man in tolerable circum- 
stances. His name was Ranger. Sho 
married him. lie thought he was espous- 
ing a respoctablo widow, and ho was con- 
fiding, indulgent, and happy. Three or 
four years thus passed ; and she ondea- 
vourod to avoid those coum^s 'whhh had 
given her so many, many hitter experi- 
ences. But temptation came agairn Blie 
was still young— still handsome ; and in 
an evil moment she listened to ilio dis- 
honourable suit of a young nobleman 
whom chance throw in 1‘iar way. For a 
brief period this intrigue was carried on 
without tho knowledge of tho husband ; 
but at length his suspicion was awakcncil 
by something ho heard. For Im obtained 
a clue to tho former cliaractor of bin wife : 
ho was thus led to make inquiries, and 
found to his horror and dismay tliat it was 
the veriest profligate whom he bad csiHlUi- 
ed I The cast-oiT mistress of many miidi~ 
the refuse of lovers too numerous to im 
easily rcmcmhered~fcba guilty thing whose 
crimes had broken her mothar*s heart ani 
sent that fond parent in misery iui 
anguisli to a premature grave, --.-such w« 
tho woman wliorn a reapaoiabirt mm in ail 
trustfulness had taken to his heart, placnifi 
at the head of his household, and hotsoured 
with his confidonco and his love! The 
exposure was terrifio ; and txpellici* ptnni* 
loss, and friendless from the liauie of in 
outr$igad husband, the wretched omliart 
found herself dosertccl aliohy the Imtrlttfi 
noble whoso fatal love had thui conitmi* 
mated her ruin. Poor Ranger died of a 
broken heart-* another of her \iiitimi f 
But not one single shilling did he kiive her 
in his will. It in true that hm wamo wiii 
meutioned therci-* hut in termi of tiorror 
and of loathing*- yea, and with curiww 
aisoP 

Hera the condemntd womiti piii^ 
again* This time shi coteiid nol btr 
face with her haodi, but oltsped |h«» 
together, agltaliog them confiililFely 
—shaking her h!»d with oerTOut qiokmwpj 
and living vent to hitter kaitnfetioni 
expressive of Ilia ftngiiiish«i maiioriii 
wMeh Ihm surgsi up into }i«r ilmoil 
freueiid brain. Jocmlyii fioftui wopi mw* 
He no loti gar beimlcl hfifore Mm tiilifr fit 
ohermb-ehiM dliporting in Ihi pritw #f 
nor the biimfui mi itlilfi |lf I 
ftimimiiiig home fe 

&0 mmn a ixmnfi M' 
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saw before him an ixiveterate profligate 
a vile, dissolute woman-* the hideous 
personification, of 6V6i7 gross immorality 
—a wretch lor whom early experiences 
had no salutary warnings, and who was 
fitted only to betray all love, all conficlenee, 
and break all aflactionate hearts. He gH^ed 
upon her with a sort of mournful stern- 
ness: but she heeded him not — and after 
another long pause concluded her narra- 
tive in these terms:- — 

“ Years and years have passed since 
Banger died: and varied and chequered has 
been the existence of her whom be 
discarded and who was left behind him. 
Through all kinds of profligacy has she 
dragged herself — through a morass of 
vices, pollutions, and infamies has she 
floundered on— dissolute in respect to 
herself so long as the fire of her passions 
lasted and she could find lovers to share 
in her obscene pleasure. But such 
a course made her prematurely old; and 
as dissipation showed its fearful ravages, 
she became an object for loathing and 
disgust, instead of for admiration and love. 
The healthful bloom faded from her 
cheeks— her hair, once so redundant in its 
glorious beauty, grew lank and thin — her 
teeth fell out— her once splendid bust had 
become shrivelled into hidaousness — her 
form wasted- into a mere collection of 
bones covered by a wrinkled and sallow 
ikin. Earewell then to ail the pleasures 
Df voluptuous delight and sensual joy for 
ner 1 — and it was not the least of the 
punishments which she endured that bar 
desires outlived in fevered frenaiy the 
possibility of gratifying them. But to 
live — what was she to dp for the means of 
subsistence? Having been the daughter of 
crimes herself, she now became the mother 
of iniquity. Vile in its hypocrisies as had 
bean her heart, so vile in its artificialities 
was her person now rendered. Qosmetics 
and all the falsities of the toilette, still 
made her presentable, if no longer love- 
able ; and she tutored herself to adopt an 
air and a demeanour suited to her new 
avocation. Deeply versed in intrigue, but 
no longer able to intrigue for herself, she 
intrigued for others. Assuming the posi- 
tion of a respectable widow, she secretly 
became a procuress of the vilest descrip- 
tion. Oh I if all the damsels whom she 
has inveigled into her meshes and betrayed 
to their ruin, could now stand forward and 
bear witness against her — if all the young 
virgins whom she Las enticed beneath her 
roof and sold to the polluting embrace of 
lustful aristocrats and the hoary dignita- 
ries of the Church, could now gather km. 


and speak out — and if the tomb could send 
up all the victims whom her detestable 
machinations have helped in consigning to 
it, how many broken hearts would be 
arrayed as terrible accusers against her ! 
Oh ! the vilest brothels — the darkest dens 
of infamy— hava seen no wrongs and 
beheld no injuries inflicted upon credulous 
damsels, more flagrant than those wrongs 
and those injuries which she has perpetrat- 
ed in her time. Ab I was it possible that 
such a career could glide on tranquilly 
until the end ? --was it natural that a life 
pursuing its course amidst such matchless 
infamies, could terminate in a peaceful 
death-bed and in an honoured grave ? No, 
no. I deserve it all ! Yes, the Destroyer 
is approacliing 1 Ha comes— he comes — 
arrayed in more than usual terrors : he 
has put on all his hideousness I The grim 
skeleton is surrounded by every horror 
known beyond the grave!” 

While giving utterance to tlieSvC last 
words, the wretched woman started from 
the pallet — draw barself uprig!it~-extend- 
ed her long lank himds towards one corner 
of the cell— and fixed her glaring eyes in 
the same diiection, as if she beheld some 
horrible object stationed there. Loftus 
likewise rose from his seat, and stepped 
back a pace or two as he gazed upon the 
doomed being with Indescribable loathing 
and horror. Ha could scarcely feel any 
further pity on her behalf : such shocking 
revelations bad gushed forth from her lips, 
like a stream of fetid putrid feoulanca, that 
he could scarcely persuade himself he 
beheld before him a being possessed of a 
human heart. She saemed like a fiend in 
female shape. 

“Oh, yes— the reality of my doom is 
now belore me !*' she cried in tones of 
rending anguish. “ The scaffold awaits 
me — the guillotine is raised. But who 
are you?”. she suddenly demanded, her 
wildly glaring eyes now resting upon 
Loftus. ■ Ah 1 ; I„.„rememb0r and she 
sank back to a sitting posture upon the 
bad again. “ I have bean giving vent to 
all the memories which arose in my brain,** 
she continued, in a more subdued and de- 
liberate manner ; “and you have heard, 
Mr. Loftus, some shocking things. But 
think you not that I have been punishtd 
enough ? Picture to yourself all that I 
have endured since that dreadful night 
. when you and Baron Bergami seized upon 
me in my own chamber at the Villa, and 
the terrible sound of rang in ray 

ears!** 

“ Mrs. Banger,’* said our hero, in a low 
and solemn voioQi ** I oan onlv 



THE MYSTEBIES 


21 


words wbieh I u'fifcored era now. You have 
BO farther conoern wiijh the aifairg of tlrrJs 
life. All feha doeds of your paati oxiafeenca 
have jusb bean ravaaled to my ears: 
perbapa this outpouring of confessions may 
bavo somewhat relieved your soul? Tliaro- 
fore do I beseech you, fix your thouglits 
only upon that solemn object which should 

now prove all-engrossing ” 

“Whatr* shrieked forth the wretched 
woman in the wildness of lier despair ; 
you bid me abandon all hope ? No, no -I 
cannot resign myself thus to dieT’ You 
must save m 0 ™--you must save rue I” 

Loftus shook his head with slow sobnn- 
nity, saying, “ For the last time am I nom- 
pelled to assure you that you liavu no hope. 
And now farewell.** 

“Stop one moment r* oiclafmod the 
doomed creature : “ I wish to ask you a 
few questions. Oh 1 do roraain i)ut nn- 
other minute or two — and I will bo c;iirn 
—I will be calmT* aho added with a 
visible endeavour to subdiio Iser horrified 
feelings : but she aliuddorcd ail over as if 
an ice-blast had poured in upon her. 

“Speak then — for I must loavayou now, 
so that the clergyman may ruturnd* 

Tell me, Mr. .Loftus, is not my naino 
mentioned with eursos and execrations out- 
of-doors?** she asked. “ Will thurc not 
be an immense crowd to-niorrow .-.arul 
again she shuddered viHii)ly, “ Briall I laj 
ill-treated on any way ** 

I think not— indeed T am cor tain you 
bava nothing to fear on that hoad. The 
poliee-ofEeers will protect you.** 

*‘My God, my Godl And tliose throe 
men— are they to die also ? will they bo 
pardoned ?’* 

“_No: iharais not tho slighboafc ohanco 
of that. 

"And Dr. MaravoUi— wlmfc has hocomo 
of him?' asked Mrs. Bangor, forcing lior- 
self fco maintain a oalmnaSH whioh was 
neverthaless horrihio to oontomplnto, bo* 
oanse It was like the surfaoo of ioo upon a 
river in tha depths of whoso waters hWo- 
ons monsters and raptilos lurk and agitato. 

Maravelli is oxpollad from tho aonavoso 
territory,” replied .Tooolyn. "Tiioro was 
nothing against him beyond having givon 
to assistance in an illegal mtiunor at tho 
hirth of a child ; and I had pronaiaad to do 
to best to save him from any serious 
entanglement with tha law." 

sa,v. j promise him that 

demanded Mrs. Banger eagerly. 

Because to a considerable extant ha 
PianSi” replied Doftas, 
Jfto I ttplaiued to tht %oi 


inturcodod for him. Ti.oy ar'ciarilingly ooti- 
sklorod that juafcicj wou!:l bo aaiiHliad by 
his eximuvhililm.'' 

'' And will jii^bioo then Ikj s^aUsfind with 
noUiing nhovr, of death askcrl Mrs. 

Bangor, ‘‘Gan vou not; -will you not in- 

fsoroodo for ma ?" 

It is u3nlQ3?:i, ’ rufiiinio^l do-bjlyn, 

‘‘But do you wish mo no-ul is it your 
doBira to hurry ma to thoHrUfold *? do you 
thirst for iny bioo 1 ? ’ sii a (h^in mdoii wifeli 
passio ?iato vcl mmajicG. 

fleavan forbid !** wm.u tha itniak reply. 

‘ l>u(i I am pownrl.iris in tha mittar. Dh] 
it rn.«t with mo, ho a-'ldad solum fdy, f 
should concaiva justicj would* ha 

ratisfiod and outrag.a-l sociuty iihouid bo 
cojitont with doonnng .you to imprison- 
ment for tho ramaiiidar of your life, hi- 
doud (ihat you rniy not carry with you to 
Uio grave a false tmnt.hii.')rit r.d'iiivo to my 
feelings, .[ do not lumUto io ihmhro Idiat f 
am avorsu to tha punishrmmt of death ab 
togathar.’* 

^ ri.ujn, in tho nf uomo- 

tnmg l^osivo mo. ...I aanjiiro you to do 
Homctmng to sivo mol’* -and Mr:U Hingar 
ell upon lior knoos at liis fojt, laaking up 
towards Ills cuuntunaima ami rahiiiig her 
ebrspod hands. ■’ 

“ Biio, Mrs. Ivinge 
an tnnjih^it voii-j ; 

Irum'm being to ko 
king I woul>l not p 
fora, ore 1 npa.k ao.»f! 


for 
1 ! 1 .) 

•■nit it I I 
a* Wtn’.U* 


’'■'I ho ram, in 
c.io ii!!aw no 
nu. Weffi I a 


h’’ !, thora- 


To ohy you I ,1 i if,,” n!..! .-nki slowly 
up. -i-e .ihm.iing h„for« him 
111 !iU fi.'io wr.'l. ;t| i 1 oi ln,u' pliysioai 
uf'.IiiKMS iuii.1 Ik-r uioril fb jr t i.d.it 5 n. 

Tb'ire 1 you s.,u j 


Mrs. B'liigur, ! .nhimcly hwh,.,, 
l apimkO to Urn Sy„.ii,.s on your bu- 

tlwS fcltu Irm.m-I Inrsulf. du 'ji!,- -w yuu Ind 
miurod hor, ur.ivu-1 not your lif.t -thufe 
Biron IJirgimi, for wh i-n houT the 

your dSlh." 

" ’Wl wlal wis the nwult ?” asko-l |ha 

wlshSoss^fidSkiamu; 

Mrs. Banger si'.k hwk u-i-u mar,* 

wn t),. P.n,l. 

.lUop. 

oer* ou0 s%frl not % wofd; ait il i.hnA«i 

WW.^ i! tl„ 1.1, 

DOlflioil- of Imr . j * * 
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appeared tio revive again ; and half 
suppressing a convulsive gasp, she 
said, “Now do I know the worst?. I am 
astonished that even for a single moment 
I could have cherished the idea that mercy 
would be shown me.*’ 

Then there was a pause of several 
minutes, during which the unhappy 
woman appeared to be looking inwardly, 
communing with herself. 

Jocelyn was most anxious to get away : 
the scene had altogether been painful 
beyond description ; and though he did not 
choose to consult his watch, because it 
would be far too cruelly significant a hint 
for her bow time was passing, yet be 
could tolerably well conjecture that 
neaidy two hours must have elapsed from 
the moment he entered that cell, but ha 
still experienced enough compassion for the 
miserable woman, and at all events possess- 
ed feelings of too delicate and considerate 
a nature, to hasten away at a moment 
when such a proceeding would disturb the 
solemn meditation in which she was 
engaged. 

“ Yes— I have now abandoned all hope’* 
said Mrs. Eanger, again breaking silence. 
“ But teli me —for those who come near 
me in this dreadful dungeon will give me 
uo information relative to aught that is 
passing without— -tell me, I say, how fares 
it with those unhappy girls. Agatha and 
Julia? God knows I did not mean to cause 
their sister’s death. Alas, poor Emma!” 

“ Sad and sorrowful is the lesson which 
the fate of those three young women 
teaches,” answered Loftus. “ One, as you 
know, already lies in a premature grave— 
and the other two — 

“Speak — what of them?” demanded 
Mrs. Eanger, seeing that he hesitated. 
“Tell me everything. Methinks I shall 
die more easily if I know the worst in 
every respect; because my feelings must 
be relieved from all suspense. Speak 
then.” 

“ Yes— for the rsason you have set forth 
I will answer your question,” rejoined 
Loftus. “ Know then , that Agatha and 
Julia are the inmates of a mad-housa : 
their senses have abandoned them for 
ever 1” 

** 0 God 1 this is horrible— and yet it 
is better than death! Mr. Loftus, lam 
calm now: my soul is nerved to meet my 
doom. Farewell 1 

“ Farewell — and may Leaven have mercy 
upon you!” 

In a few moments the door opened to 
give Jocelyn Loftus egresa from the cell of 
t Jfaa- tornkev >Bd tha 


Protestant minister were walking together 
in the passage ; and as our hero issued 
forth from the dungeon, the reverend 
pastor went in to give the last consolations 
of religion to Mrs. Eanger. 

As our hero crossed the threshold of the 
prison- gate again and stepped into the 
street, the church clocks proclaimed the 
hour of midnight : but the moment the 
iron tongus of the huge bells in the 
towers had ceased to beat the air with 
their deep metallic notes, a smaller bell 
with sombre tone took up the sound. This 
was rung by a watchman passing up the 
street in which the prison was situated : 
and when he had made his ball clang forth 
half-a-do5!on consecutive strokes, he said in 
a loud but lugubrious voice, ** Past mid- 
night ! Good people all, pray for the soiila 
of those who are to clio in a few hours !” 

Jocelyn sbiiddored : and quickening his 
pace, he returned to the Hotel Royd^ 
where ho had taken up Ins quarters since 
the terrible tragedy at Maravoili’s. 


CHAPTEB CLXXXIL 

THE guillotine. 

It was eleven o’clock in tho forenoon; 
and brightly shone tho sun in a heaven of 
unclouded azure. Lake Ijeman never 
seemed more beautiful, nor tho Alpiua 
scenery in the distance more sublimely 
grand. It was a day fitted only for uni- 
versal rejoicing, and to serve as a holiday: 
to commemorate some happy event. But 
though tho' streets' of Geneva were crowded 
to excess, and multitudes wore pouring in:, 
from all the surrounding districts, yet was 
it no festive occasion. For thoro — in the 
principal square of tho ropbulican city- 
stood a sinister object; and tho golden 
beams of tho cloudless sun woro reflected 
in the hideous axe of tho guillotine 1 

Yes— an irumjonse crowd was collocted : 
and the windows, balconies, and roofs of 
all the dwellings looking upon the spot 
were put into requisition by the anxious 
spectators. Pity was it that so many, 
many young damsels, wearing the pictu- 
resque a^ire of the rural districts ot the 
mountain heights in the uoighhourbood, 
should have donned their Sunday raiment 
for such an occasion ; but so it was I The 
pretty caps, white as the snow upon the 
Alpine summits in the distance, and 
resting upon hair arranged in heavy 
masses’ or else in beauteous-braids — those 
boddices laced wlf.Vr ^ 
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imprisoning busfiS modollad in the most; 
volupfiuous sfjyla of woman’s symmefiry- — 
liliose gracefully flowing pefiticoats, leaving 
so much of the wall-srlapad legs displayed, 
— ail assuredly sat ofl the charms of the 
Genevese damsels to their utmost advant- 
age : but, Ah 1 were these damsels gather- 
ed in that market place now for the mere 
purpose of being seen and admired ? No : 
on this occasion they scarcely thought of 
themselves. They had put on thoir Sun- 
day raiment because it was thoir habit to 
do so when stealing a day from thoir usual 
avocations, and when congregating in, great 
numbers. But all thoir thoughts — all 
their ideas—ali thoir intarost, in short, 
seemed absorbed in the legal tragedy that 
was about to take placa. 

There were not many troops present : 
the people of Geneva, having republican 
institutions, and governing themselves, are 
in the habit of preserving order witljout 
the coercion and reprosaion of large military 
and constabulary forces. Still there were 
a few soldiers and mounted gendarmes, for 
the purpose of keeping the space about the 
scaffold clear, and maintaining a pathway 
amidst the dense mass for the passage of 
the vehicle that was expected. 

The behaviour of the multitude was 
most decorous, forming a strange contrast 
with that of the crowds whiesh assemble at 
the Old Bailey in Jjondon to witness the 
executibn of a criminal. There.'^— at Geneva 
«no ribald jests were heard, no practienil 
jokes ware played : there was no loud, 
coarse laughing— no disgraceful fiuarralling 
“-none of those irnlucencies an<i obsconitios 
which era enacted on an uxecution-morning 
around the drop in front of Newgate. 
True, tlio same morbid fouling of c.urlosity 
which servos to gather the mmwd in the 
Old Bailey, had now congregated timse 
masses in the markat-plac.j at Geneva ; but 
there the similitude fieased. hbr aroutid 
the Gauavase guiilotino the bearing of the 
populace Was as soiemn and as respeafcfui 
as if thoso gathered ^inaraos had ooma to 
assist at a funorah Upon every counten- 
ance might be soon an expression of mingl- 
ed awe, and terror, and grief ; and any 
remarks that wero made were uttar Jtl in 
subdued whispers, as if thoso who spoko 
felt that they wore in the presence of the 
dead! 

But let us turn cmr attention to tlio 
front of the prison, whioh estaldighmenli 
Was Situated at some little distance from 
the great square . At the door of that 
poomy gaol stood a rude, uncoutli-look* 
l^g^vamolas, like a ooiamou oart, drawn by 
Ittiide four oofiai wtra 


placed. An escort of gendarmes was in 
attendance. A little after alevan the 
prison-door was thrown open ; and the 
three mala criminals— Kobolt, ' Haniani, 
and Walden— came forth, accompanied by 
the Catholic priest who had ail along baeri 
appointed to minister unto them. " They 
were evidently much cast dow^n, although 
to the best of their power they strove to 
maintain a bold front. Kobolt was the 
least depressed of the three; but he was 
a man of more dogged resolution and 
decided character t!\an his comrades. On 
ascending the cart they all three gave signs 
of a cold horror stealing upon them, as 
they beheld thoir ooffios: and for a moment 
the expression which swept over Harnani’s 
and Walden’s features was full of anguish. 
Kobolt hastened to seat hinisalf on the 
edge of the vehicle in Buch a way that the 
priest might stand botwc3on him and the 
piled-up coffins. 

No mannifasfeation of feeling broke forth 
from the crowd assembled in front of the 
prison; there wore noithar hoofnngs nor 
yollings,— but on tlio other hand there 
were no expressions of oornpassiQii.' The 
desperate chracters of the throe erimloals 
had so fully transpired on the occasion 
of thoir trial, that their fate was not likely 
to enlist much sympthy in their favour. 

Again the prison-door opens, — and now 
all eyes are turned upon the wretched 
object who comas forth. It is 
Mrs. Ranger# IIideou.s as she already 
was when Loffeiis saw luir a few hours 
back, yet more awful’ still was the change 
which had since taken place in her' 
appearance. No conception of the mast 
horrible witch that over brewed her hell- 
broth in hollow rock or gloomy cavern, 
could outvie the revolting aspect of the 
doomed woman. It wm oviderit she was 
exerting all her courage for this awful 
oiuniHion— avidonfe also that she had 
worked herself thus up to a pieth of energy 
which would give way with the un- 
toward incident. On issuing forth from 
the gaol, she swept her eyes around with 
a quick glanco of apprehension, m if fearful 
of raoeiving ill-treatment from the 
multitude; and then tlie vary next moment 
she seemed appalled by the silence so 
deep, so ominous, whioh prevaiW# Not 
a murmur was heard, uot a syllabla was 
breathed, mm in the lowasi whispit, as 
the turnkeys helped her up in to the cark 
She threw a shuddering look upon the 
coffins ; and it was only with an almost 
preterhuman effort that she privtuted 
heri^lf from giving vent to her anguish by 
one loud* longi m& ieraifio siiri^k,^ 
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mournful lamoufeaifclonS which during the 
last minute or two they bad been putting 
forth. 

Two men now ascended the platform of 
the guillotine. These were the executioner 
and his assistant. Stationing themselves 
near the plant, they waited for the 
gendarmes to bring them up the first in- 
dividual who was to suffer. This was 
Mrs. Banger. The authorities had deemed 
that it would be more merciful to put her 
out of her misery as speedily as possible, 
rather than suffer her to be a spectatrix of 
the decapitation of her companions first. 
Hernani wished her good-bye, and extend- 
ed his hand. It was a good feeling which, 
at such a moment, prompted such a man 
thus to separate in peace from the woman 
who might almost be regarded as the 
authoress of his own calamity, inasmuch as 
it was she who had bribed him and his 
accomplices to commit the crime for which 
they were all about to suffer. But it was 
only with a mechanical movement that she 
took the outstretched hand : for her senses 
were now all paralyzed by the horror of 
consternation and dismay. Kobolt and 
Walden followed Hernani’s example • their 
hands were also shaken for a moment, but 
in the same mechanical, unconscious man- 
ner;— and then Mrs. Banger was conduct- 
ed by two gendarmes up the steps of the 
guillotine, the Protestant minister bearing 
her company. 

Words have no power to convey the 
■state of mind which this miserable woman 
experienced now, as she stood upon the 
threshold of another world : but we can 
scarcely say experienoed, because she bad 
no power of eomprehanding the condition 
of her own feelings. She seemed to be 
Walking in a dream — yet a dream so 
horrible, so full of consternation, so 
fraught with utter dismay, that it was 
accompanied with the most poignant of 
igonies. The executioner and his assistant 
look her by the arms and placed her 
against the plank, which they had raised 
io a vertical position : and they proceaded 
0 fasten her to it. Now she became con* 
mlsed with quick gaspings; and the Pro- 
estant minister, who was nigh, breathed a 
irayer in her ears. But it was as if he 
bood upon the sea- shore preaching to the 
wes .when roaring in the rage of the 
umpejal ^ for a similar storm was in her 
train— and she heard him not. Suddenly, 
jwever, she gave a convulsive start— 
?^ept her eyes wildly around— and in that 
lick lightning glance embraced the crowd, 
e tall spars in front of her and all the 
Indipal 9fih9 scene. 


“ Just heaven ! it is no dream then ? i\ 
is a reality I" she cried forth in a rending 
tone : and then, after a single momenW 
pause, there thrilled from her lips a shrinli 
as wild, ss penetrating, as fully fraughi 
with an ineffable agony, as that which 
between thirty and forty years ago she hai 
given when standing by the side of her 
mother’s corpse. 

But this shriek which she sent forth no^ 
on the scaffold of the guillotine in ther 
great square of Geneva, was one such m 
had never been heard before — a scream 
which those who did hear, have never since 
forgotten, and which has often rung again 
and again in imagination through their 
brains. Oh ! it was a fearful, fearful thing 
to be present there and hear that death- 
note of a human being’s wild and exoruciaii- 
ing terror, going up from the platform of 
the ghastly engine of destruction into the 
air all golden with the effulgence of the 
glorious sun 1 — it was a dread and a 
shocking thing that such a wail should 
pierce the noon-tide air on such a day, 
while nature was smiling, and happy, and 
joyous all around ! 

But what had this to do with the march 
of what is called human justice and tho 
execution ef man’s bloodthirsty law? 
Having given vent to that agonizing' 
scream, the wretched woman fell Into an' 
immediate stupor ; and ' though 8h« was 
still alive, yet all consciousness had aban- 
doned her. Being strapped to the plank, 
she was lowered upon it into to a horizontal 
position, so that her head was receivedin 
the semi-circular indenture' in the lower,' 
half of the stocks : the upper half was in^'' 
stantaneously let down, and her neck was 
now held shut in the hole, her head hang- 
ing out convenient for the stroke of the 
hatchet. And that was soon given ! The 
executioner loosened tho string from the 
peg— down fell the axo with a whirring 
noise— the blow was struck— the head was 
severed — and with a great gush of blood it 
fell into the basket beneath I 

To unstrap the trunk, hurry it away 
to its oofiSn in a cart, and carry the severed 
head thither, also, was the work of but a 
OGuple of minutes. Then one after another 
did the three fishers of men” ascend the 
scaffold, and suffer death in the presence 
of the awe-strioken multitude. 



THE MISTBBIES 


CHAPTER OLXXXIIL 

VALENTINE AND VENBTIA. 


Return we once more to Carlton 
House. 

It was about mid-day ; and Lady Sack- 
viile bad just descended from her boudoir 
to the drawing-room of her suite of apart- 
ments, whan a domestic entered to state 
that Sir Valentine Malvern requested an 
interview with her ladyship, and that he 
hoped it would be accorded him. Venetia 
at once desired that he might be admitted : 
and in a few minutes the young baronet 
was ushered into the drawing room. 

“ I gave you a special invitation to call 
upon me,” said Venetia, extending her 
band with graceful affability towards him ; 

and yet you send in a message as if you 
thought that there was some difficulty in 
obtaining access to me.*’ 

**It is but mid-day,** answered Sir 
Valentine — “ full two hours earlier than 
the proper time for paying visits of cere- 
mony or courtesy — but, as it appeared to 
me, the most suitable hour for making a 
call on a matter of business.’* 


* A matter of business ?” echoed Vena- 
tia, with a sweet smile ; I am at a loss to 
conceive how there can be any business 
between us. Bat in any case you arc wel- 
come. As for the propriety of the hour, 
you are quite right, Sir, Valentine : this is 
just that disagreeable part of the day when 
there is little or nothing to do, and it is 
difficult to know how to amuse one’s self.** 

A little embroidery, or tambour- work, 
or drawing ?*’ ^ suggested Sir Valentine : 
but he spoke in a somewhat melanclioly 
manner, and also with a partial embarrass- 
ment amounting to constraint. 

* I dislike such occupations,** answered 
Venetia. “I was always of indolant 
habits. I used oiice to be much addicted 
to novel-reading : but latterly I have given 
it up. I find that there are so very, very 
few books in which the world is dopioted 
truly. It was ail very wail when I was 
accustomed to judge the world entirely by 
the^book I read : then they had an eifcra- 
ordinary charm for me.** 

And yet your ladyship has read othor 
.books besides novels f” said Valentine, 
gasing upon her with a sort of mournful 
interest. 


‘‘Yea, assuredly,” she replied again 
simliDg with all her wonted sweetness. 

Does not the world call me aocom- 
pltehed? Well, and without vanity I may 
8p I considering how little it 
reatiir# to bonder a lady aooompUi^ in 


m 

high life. For instanoa. I have read all 
our beat poets; and possessing a memory 
of groat power — this too I may gay 
without vanity, because memory ig a 
gift— I can repeat the finest and moat 
striking passage of these workos. Then 
loan draw when I chooso. Here,” gha 
continued, rising from the sofa on which 
she was seated, and approacliing a table 
where she opened a splendid portfolio : 
" these are my specimens. Rco — here are 
drawings in chalk and drawings in 
pencil ; and hero are designs in 
water-colours. Most of those I did 
when at Acacia Cottago, before T oamo to 
Carlton House; but since I have boon hero 

I have had no time for drawing op 

rather, perhaps no inclination.” 

“ They are very beautiful,” aaid 
Valentine, who had followed Lady 
Sackville to the table. “I siiould not think 
of flattering you for a momont,” ho 
continued; “ hut I myself am very fond of 
drawing ; and I liavo no iiRSitation in 
pronouncing those spooiinons to exhibit » 
great proficiency. And yet they boar every 
indication of a taste rapidly cultivated 
and not gradually dovolopud— a taste, so 
to speak, wbicdi put forth ail its powers of 
a sudden, and grapplod witli dilFieulfc 
suhiccks boforo it passed onfcirely tiiroagh 
the usual iengUi of training.” 

You aro rigid,, Hir Valentine,” unswertid 
Venetia : and now 1 saw tlmt you 
really noflaltoror hut at tho sainu tiuio an 
ex(!olIont judge. Well then, for my other 
accomplishinonls — I am considerad a 

toloraljly good musioiRn— «juita 
enough to compote with any bwly who aits 
down to hor piiano on her bnrj) either for 
lior own recreation or tlial of hor frlenda 
at a seket party. Tiion. as for my 
conversation, whan you and f t-otao to 
know luoro of each otiier you will lie (,hiii 
to judge mo on tiiat seora.” 

“ And do you liiink,” nuked Sir 
Vaioiitinti surveying hor with a singular 
expression," that wo shall know mora af 
each other? Do you wish it?" 

“Did I not give you upressinjf invitation 
to call?" asked Venetia; then resumiag har 
seat on the sofo, while the youag Baronet 
returned to the ohair, which be h»d taken 
near her, she said in a somowlut more 
serious tone. "Bat toll me, Sir Valanitoe 
what you « oanfc ore now by eayiug iImA 
your visit was of a business ohaiioier t 
Parhaps IboansworwIH explaio Wbeiefom 
I behold a certain ootuKlindiii |b yoo- 



